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CHAP.  XXXIV. 

MY    VISIT  TO  MADEMOISELLE  ST.  SAUVEUR. 

It  was  late  in  the  evening  when  I  arrived  at  the 
country  residence  of  Madame  Lambert,  the  lady 
with  whom  Isabelle  was  residing.  She  flew  down 
stairs  to  meet  me  on  the  lawn,  when  having  em- 
braced me  cordially,  she  conducted  me  to  the 
supper  room. 

Madame    Lambert   was  a  very   romantic   lady 
Vol.  IIL  b 
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of  fifty  five  years  of  age,  glowing   with  all  the 
sentimental  feelings  of  a  school  girl.  It  was  really 
the  misfortune  of  this  poor  lady,  to  be  quite  in 
earnest,   her  wrinkles   having  vainly  made  their 
appearance,  thick  about  her  forehead,  as  one  of 
nature's  broad  hints,   that  the  game  was  up  with 
her;     for   she   believed   not  in    their  power  as 
coolers,  and  her  heart  beat  with  passions  of  the 
most  youthful  description.     Pretty  she  still  con- 
tinued, more  or  less,  by  twy-light,  or  candlelight, 
and  Monsieur  le  Cur6,  the  most  gallant  man  of 
the  province,  was  as  attentive    and   empress^  as 
ever. 

Monsieur  le  Cur6  du  Village,  had  been  received 
on  the  most  intimate  looting  at  Madame  Lam- 
bert's, ever  since  the  death  of  Monsieur  Lambert, 
(homme  merveilleux  qui  savoit  I'algebre,  mais 
qui  n'etoit  point  aime.) 

Monsieur  le  Cur6  was  a  merry  priest,  and  but 
an  inditferent  catholic ;  yet  he  conducted  himself 

*  An  astDnhhing  man  who  understood  algrbra,  but  who  was  not 
ait  all  liked. 
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M^itli  some  show  of  decency,  among  his  parishion- 
ers, and  was  seldom  known  to  forget  himself  until 
after  supper;  at  which  hour  his  innocent  flock 
was  asleep.  In  these  moments  he  was  in  the  ha- 
bit of  preaching  a  certain  doctrine,  which,  how- 
ever false,  he  would  fain  have  passed  on  his  friends 
for  sound  orthodox.  C*6toit  un  Cardinal  du  village, 
and  just  as  like  Poco-puranti,  as  a  Vaudeville, 
generally  is  to  the  real  tragedy. 

He  was  a  corpulent  man,  originally  handsome, 
now  just  beginning  to  be  bloated  and  disfigured, 
more  by  the  indulgence  of  various  excesses,  than 
years.  His  large  twinkling  grey  eyes  expressed 
a  mixture  of  comic  humour  and  lasciviousness. 
His  teeth  were  still  white,  of  which  circumstance, 
he  was  not  a  little  proud.  Of  low  origin,  he 
owed  the  excellent  reception  he  had  frequently 
met  with  at  the  tables  of  the  idle  and  affluent, 
more  to  the  gay  careless  hilarity  of  his  natural 
humour,  than  to  any  system  of  art  or  fawning  hy- 
pocrisy. 

Though  decidedly   profligate,  our  curate   was 
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by  no  means  an  ill-natured  man.  He  had  been  in 
high  favor  too  with  many  a  fair  one,  in  his  day  » 
but,  as  ladies  hearts  waxed  cold,  his  own  passion 
for  his  patronness's  excellent  fare,  waxed  warm." 
Quand  on  n'est  pas  heureux  aupr^s  des  dames,  il 

fautboire  a  leur  sant^,"*  said  the  merry  priest 

However,  he  had  by  no  means  given  up  all  pre- 
tentions to  their  sweet  favors,  and  there  was  yet 
somewhat  of  the  coxcomb  to  be  traced  in  the 
careful  tie  of  his  cravat,  the  delicate  whiteness  of 
his  linen,  and  the  excellent  essence  with  which  he 
perfumed  his  cambric  pocket  handkerchief. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  supper  table,  sat  the 
house-keeper,  Madame  le  Doux,  who  was  a  per- 
son of  great  consequence  in  the  family,  and  had 
done  exactly  what  she  pleased  in  it  for  more  than 
thirty  years.  She  was  hideous,  yet  gaily  dressed, 
and  fonder  of  wine  than  her  prayers.  However, 
she  possessed  some  excellent  recipes  for  the  pre- 
servation of  beauty,  and  as  many  more  for  curi- 
ous made  dishes;   could    flatter     with   address, 

*  If  we  arc  out  of  favor  with  the  ladies,  we  ought  nevertheless 
to  drink  tlicir  heakh. 
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took  eJt  eel  lent  care  of  lier  mistress  and  the  cu- 
rate, but  was  a  very  dragon  to  the  servants  under 
her  command. 

Mademoiselle  St.  Sauveur  on  the  night  of  my 
arrival,  presented  me  to  Madame  Lambert,  and 
that  lady  after  embracing  me,  introduced  me  to 
the  curate  and  Madame  le  Doux.  The  first  com- 
pliments had  scarcely  passed,  when  she,  with 
many  blushes,  entreated  to  learn  some  tidings  ot 
the  Count  Alberto,  I  satisfied  her  as  far  as  I 
was  able.  Isabelle's  lovely  countenance  glowed 
with  pure  happiness  at  learning  that  he  had  left 
his  sick  chamber. 

No  trace  of  her  former  malady  was  now  visi- 
ble in  her  manner,  and  she  appeared  to  me  to  be 
the  fairest  and  most  graceful  creature  I  had  ever 
beheld. — A  profusion  of  light  brown  curls  fell 
about  her  face  and  ears,  and  her  soft  blue  eyes 
were  expressive  of  the  most  exquisite  sensibility. 

As  I  gazed  on  her  extraordinary  loveliness,  and 
listened  to  her  sensible  modest  discourse,  I  ceased 
to  be  surprised  at  the  love  she  hai'  inspired  in  the 
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breast  of  Count  Alberto,  whose  heart  was  dis- 
puted by  two  thirds  of  the  women  in  Italy. 

Madame  le  Doux,  in  her  yellow  satin  cap, 
adorned  with  gay  party  coloured  ribbons,  was 
most  oflicious  in  doing  the  honors  of  our  elegant 
little  supper. 

Madame  Lambert  apologized  for  being  low 
spirited. 

"Alas!  sweet  lady  you  have  also  your  share 
of  troubles  in  this  miserable  world,"  said  Ma- 
dame le  Doux,  while  helping  the  curate  to  a 
bumper  of  burgundy. 

**  And  who  has  not?**  observed  the  priest,  with 
a  sentimental  attempt  at  a  sigh,  then  added — 
**  there  are  indeed  but  few  moments  during  our 
lives,  when  we  can  congratulate  ourselves  on 
being  truly  happy; — for  myself  my  misfortunes 
have  fallen  thick  and  heavy  on  my  devoted  head, 
but  my  firm  courage  has  supported  me;**  here  our 
priest  turned  up  his  twinklers,  and  tried  to  throw 
a  touch  of  pathos  into  their  expression. 

*'  Your  griefs  '.^ther,  have  not  left  a  trace  be- 
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hind  them,"    said  Madame  Lambert,  languishing. 

ly- 

"  A  mere  lying  countenance  of  mine/*  retorted 
the  priest,  "  for  independant  of  my  own  causes  for 
sorrowing,  and  they  exist  in  abundance,  I  have 
to  lament  the  ills  which  light  on  others,  and  to 
groan  over  the  sins  which  their  evil  passions 
tempt  them  to  commit." 

*'  Oh !  curate,  when  I  was  young,  you  held 
forth  to  another  key  forsooth,"  said  old  Le  Doux, 
winking  at  us. 

"  Because  child  you  would  not  then  have  lis- 
tened to  the  truth,  and  if  I  employed  the  language 
of  specious  false  philosophers,"  said  the  priest, 
**  it  was  not  done  for  the  purpose  of  confirming 
you  in  error,  but  to  conciliate  you,  and  thus  dis- 
pose your  heart  in  my  favor,  that  the  voice  of  re- 
ligion might  afterwards  be  heard,  as  the  voice  of 
true  friendship." 

At  this   part  of  the  good  curate's  speech,  I 
laughed  out  right, 

"  Oh  you  little  smiling  rogue,"   said  the  priest 
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Ogling  me,  "you  must  know  Signora,"  he  conti- 
nued, "  that  my  conduct  and  actions  are  ever  go- 
verned by  my  perfect  knowledge  of  human  na- 
ture/' 

"And  yet,"  said  Madame  Lambert,  "and  yet 
my  good  curate,  I  have  been  told  that  some 
twenty  years  ago,  more  or  less,  no  one  would 
have  dream*t  of  your  turning  priest." 

"  Oh !  lady,  I  have  been  a  sad  sinner  in  my 
time,  and  often  have  I  found  my  passions  too 
strong  for  my  reason.  A  las !  I  have  drank  of  the 
bitter  cup  of  repentance,"  filling  his  glass  and 
nodding  to  us,  "  for  the  past  indulgence  of  my 
passions." 

"  They  are  worth  a  little  after  mortification, 
father,  I  guess,"   said  Madame  Lambert. 

"  Witty  Lady ! !"  retorted  the  priest. 

I  could  but  admire  the  curate's  excellent  appe- 
tite, and  as  he  drank  in  proportion,  he  soon  began 
to  relax  from  the  pretended  formalities  of  his 
manner. 

Madame  Lambert  talked  about  retiring,  and 
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Isabelle,  left  us  to  give  orders,  about  my  sleeping 
room. 

The  priest  looked  wistfully  from  the  wine  on 
the  table,  to  the  lady  at  the  head  of  it,  and  from 
the  lady,  to  the  wine  again. 

**  Both  have  their  merits,"  said  old  Le  Doux, 
laughing  and  shewing  her  gums. 

I  had  never  learnt  the  art  of  hiding  my  feelings, 
so  I  laughed  too. 

"  Oh !  you  naughty  young  creature,"  exclaim- 
ed the  priest,  delighted  with  an  excuse  for  laying 
hold  of  my  hand. 

At  this  critical  moment,  Cupid  was  getting  the 
start  of  Bacchus,  and  as  the  holy  man  grinned  to 
display  as  many  of  his  large  white  teeth  as  pos- 
sible, with  his  napkin  tucked  under  his  chin,  he, 
somehow  or  other,  cut  rather  a  ludicrous  figure, 
and  it  came  to  pass,  that  his  amorous  gaze  at  me, 
overcame  the  gravity  of  us  all  three  at  once,  so, 
that  notwithstanding  our  respect  for  propriety, 
we  together  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 

Vol.  III.  e 
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"  Hot  with  the  Tuscan  grape,  and  high  in 
blood,"  our  priest  could  scarcely  contain  himself. 
"  Fame,  wealth,  and  honor,  what  are  ye  to  love?" 

"  Now,  by  all  the  holy  saints  in  the  Calendar, 
this  is  too  much,"  said  the  priest,  and  he  would 
have  done  something  desperately  wicked,  only 
Madame  Lambert  hastily  retired,  after  promising 
to  send  Isabelle  to  me  as  soon  as  my  room  was 
ready. 

"  We  were  created  to  enjoy,  and  we  are  in  duty 
bound  to  make  the  most  of  the  blessings  within 
our  reach,"  said  the  priest,  filling  le  Doux's  glass 
and  his  own. 

**  This  is  not  sound  orthodoxy,"  retorted  the 
old  woman,  "  because  you  priests  are  strictly  for- 
bidden certain  enjoyments  which  some  of  us  of 
the  laity,  esteem  as  infinitely  refreshing." 

"  And  we  submit  to  these  privations,  when- 
ever our  health  permits  us,"  said  the  priest,  add- 
ing, "  that  he  who  created  us  desireth  not  our 
death  ;  then  as  to  wine,  my   charming  le  Doux, 
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we  must  distinguish  between  the  use  and  the 
abuse  of  it ;  we  have  mouths  and  stomachs,  what 
are  they  for,  but  to  eat  and  digest  ?  True,  drunk- 
enness is  forbidden,  but  we  are  permitted  to 
drink — particularly  when  what  we  drink  comes 
out  of  Madame  Lambert's  cellar;  nay,  it  were  a 
sin  not  to  accept  from  our  Creator,  this  and  all 
other  presents  sent  to  us." 

**  Why  don't  you  preach  this  doctrine  from 
the  pulpit?"  said  le  Doux,  shaking  her  head  and 
filling  glasses,  *'  but  my  dear  Curate,"  she  con- 
tinued, "  I  ought  not  to  have  encouraged  you  to 
open  this  last  bottle. — Am  I  forgiven,  father?" 

"  Absolvete,"  said  the  priest,  I  would  I  could 
as  easily  pardon  thee  thy  sins  of  greater  magni- 
tude— Ah!  friend  Le  Doux!  Why  art  thou  so 
old  and  so  ugly  ?" 

Ah!!  Why  art  not  thou  more  gallant?"  re- 
torted the  old  woman,  with  such  a  loud  discor- 
dant grunt,   that  she   set  a  whole  pack  of  dogs 
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barking  at  once,    who  were  chained  up   in   the 
court. 

At  this  moment,  Isabelle  shewed  her  beautiful 
face  at  the  door,  and  I  hastily  made  my  escape, 
leaving  Madame  Le  Doux  to  light  her  lanthorn 
and  accompany  the  curate  to  the  parsonage. 
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CHAP.  XXXV 


LOVE    AND  WRINKLES— THE  GALLANTRY   OF   A    REPU- 
TED    BANDIT 


I  SOON  discovered  that  Isabelle  was  as  much  im- 
proved in  her  mind  as  in  her  person.  She  excel- 
led in  portrait  painting,  and  touched  the  lute  and 
harp  with  singular  skill;  but  above  all,  she  was 
distinguished  by  a  certain  degree  of  arch  humour, 
so  soft  and  purely  feminine,  that  she  won  all 
hearts,  and  even  old  Madame  le  Doux  forgot  her 
usual  jealousy,  and  rejoiced  that  her  mistres 
treated  Isabelle  with  so  much  distinction. 

"  My  dear  Clara,"  said  Isabelle,  to  me  one 
morning,  when  I  had  resided  with  her  about  a 
fortnight,  *'  I  cannot  endure  the  idea  of  deceiving 
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poor  Madame  Lambert,  and  yet  I   dare  not  tell 
her  that  the  Count  Alberto  is  my  lover." 

I  thought  it  my  duty  to  inform  Mademoiselle 
St.  Sauveur  of  the  suspicions  that  were  enter- 
tained to  his  prejudice,  all  about  which,  she  had 
heard  from  himself,  nor  had  Alberto  denied  being 
the  bandit,  but  had  merely  waved  the  subject, 
or  laughed  at  the  idea.  I  advised  Isabelle  to 
write  to  her  guardian.  Doctor  Lambert,  which 
she  promised  to  do  that  very  day. 

Shortly  after  this  conversation  had  taken  place. 
Count  Alberto  made  his  appearance,  while  we 
were  at  supper.  Isabelle*s  lovely  cheek  was 
covered  with  glowing  blushes,  which  spoke  her 
heart's  joy,  as  she  rapturously  welcomed  her 
lover. 

Madame  Lambert  took  out  her  smelling  bottle, 
the  surprise  was  so  delicious.  The  curate  was 
half  jealous,  and  Madame  le  Doux  in  despair, 
because  the  Count  had  not  written  to  announce 
his  arrival,  in  order  that  she  might  be  better  pre- 
pared for  his  reception. 
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Alberto  had  arrived  in  the  morning  with  his 
friend  the  Duke  of  Almeida,  whose  chateau  was 
in  the  neighbourhood,*  and  after  supper  the 
Curate  and  Madame  le  Doux,  contrary  to  their 
usual  custom  retired,  and  beckoned  Isabelle  and 
myself  to  follow  them. 

"  I  do  believe,"  said  Isabelle,  who  accom- 
panied me  to  my  sleeping  room  "that  Count  Al- 
berto is  expected  to  propose  to  Madame  Lam- 
bert to-night." 

Impossible  that  any  lady  of  her  years  can  be 
so  wide  of  the  mark  in  her  calculations,  I  ob- 
served. 

"  Quite  the  contrary,"  replied  Isabelle. 

I  should  like  of  all  things  to  listen  to  their  con- 
versation, said  I. 

"  That  would  be  a  very  ungenerous  return,  for 
her  kindness  to  me,"  observed  Isabelle,  adding, 
"and  lest  your  wicked   suggestion  should  tempt 

•Where  it  will  be  reniembeied,  Alberto  upon  his  former  visit  first 
met  his  lovely  inamorata. — Ed. 
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me  to  indulge   my  curiosity  at   the  expense  of 
principle,  I  shall  wish  you  good-night." 

The  beautiful  Isabelle  whose  heart  was  as  pure 
as  her  lovely  complexion,  having  embraced  me 
tenderly,  retired  to  her  dressing  room. 

She  is  right,  thought  I,  and  under  the  like  cir- 
cumstances I  would  have  followed  her  example, 
but  I  am  under  no  obligation  to  this  fanciful  old 
lady,  and  well  has  she  made  me  drudge  for  my 
board  in  trying  to  teach  her  the  guitar,  which 
she  has  determined  to  touch  with  grace,  spite  of 
the  obstinacy  of  Dame  Nature,  who  has  given  her 
no  ear,  and  fingers  that  will  crack  or  break  e*er 
they  bend  to  the  lyre. 

There  is  no  defending  it  after  all,  and  yet  listen 
I  must  and  will. — Thus  reflecting  I  advanced 
towards  the  closet  adjoining  the  supper  saloon, 
which  opened  on  the  ground  stair-case,  and 
placing  myself  at  the  door,  was  delighted  to  find  it 
so  ill-fashioned  as  to  afford  me  the  opportunity  of 
seeing  as  well  as  hearing  every  thing  that  passed. 

After   some  common  place  conversation,  Al- 
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bcrto  ventured  to  enquire  of  Madame  Lambert 
why  the  ladies  had  retired  so  early. 

"  They  conceived,  no  doubt,  that  after  your 
Jong  absence  and  awful  escape  from  death,  we 
should  desire  a  t^te  a  tete,"  said  the  lady  in 
sweet  confusion,  for  she  believed  a  most  excellent 
understanding  existed  between  them. — Alberto 
opened  his  eyes  wider  than  usual. 

"  And  now  that  we  are  alone,  what  shall  we 
say  to  each  other  fair  Lady,"  said  he,  in  a  lively 
tone  after  a  pause. 

Madame  Lambert  did  so  dote  on  the  handsome 
Count,  that  she  contrived  to  be  satisfied  with 
many  trifling  advantages. 

"Oh  fye!  Count,  I  am  told  you  are  a  great 
libertine,"  said  she,  in  hopes  of  forwarding  mat- 
ters. 

*'  Perhaps  so,"  replied  the  Count,  "  but  I  have 
no  desire  to  otfend  you  Madame,  by  any  unbe- 
coming freedom  I  assure  you." 

"  You  are  forgiven,"    said  the   lady,   looking 

Vol.  IIL  d 
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languishingly  in  his  face,  whilst  presenting  her 
dry  bony  hand  glittering  with  gems. 

Alberto  was  bound  en  gallant  homme,  to  cover 
it  with  kisses,  and  then  the  lady's  head  sank  on 
his  shoulder. 

The  fine  outline  of  a  woman  was  in  his  arms, 
while  the  amiable  lamp  was  taught  to  emit  a  be- 
coming light. 

"  A  reputed  bandit  dares  not — must  not  refuse 
a  challenge,  come  it  from  whom  it  may,"  said 
Alberto  and  was  proceeding  in  rather  a  summary 
manner  to  court  the  lady,  when  I  hurried  out  of 
the  closet  not  desiring  to  witness  cette  cause  et  cet 
eff^t  sachant  bien  que  le  grand  desir  de  devenir 
savant,  perdit  Eve,  ainsi  que  nous  autres,  pour 
de  ne  point  nommer  Mademoiselle  Cun^gonde.* 


*  ITie  cause  and  elFcct,  knewiug  very  well  that  Eve's  thirst  after 
knowledge  lost  her,  as  well  as  many  more  of  us,  not  to  name  Made- 
moiselle Cunegonde. — Ed. 
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CHAP.  XXXVl. 


MORE  NEWS  FROM  LONDON. 


The  next  day  two  letters  were  put  into  my 
hand  from  the  Countess  Pohgnac  and  her  son. 
The  Countess  assured  me  that  she  had  vainly 
sought  to  divert  her  son's  mind,  from  his  early 
attachment  to  me,  she  therefore  believed  that  I 
had  made  that  deep  impression  on  the  heart  of 
Eugenic  which  would  never  be  effaced. 

The  Lady  Polignac  also  hinted  to  me  that  my 
love  for  Ligonia  was  a  dream  of  childhood,  which 
must  pass  away,  and  much  more  did  the  Coun- 
tess urge  in  behalf  of  her  darling  son,  but  I  still 
loved  Ligonia  with  enthusiasm,  and  nightly  I 
prayed  for  his  happiness  and  dream't  of  his  ex- 
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traordinary  beauty — his  last  embrace — the  tones 
of  his  fine  voice,  and  the  grace  of  his  manner 
dwelled  in  my  memory  and  imagination  as  warm- 
ly as  ever ;  how  then  could  I  return  a  favorable 
answer  to  the  Countess  ?  Eugenio*s  letter  gave 
me  all  the  news  of  the  day,  and  further  described 
the  mod^  of  passing  his  time  in  London.  An  ex- 
tract of  his  very  long  epistle  or  rather  journal, 
which  relates  to  a  celebrated  English  woman, 
called  Harriette  Memoirs  may  not  at  this  period 
l>e  uninterestinsr. 

"  I  accompanied  Lord  Ricketty  one  morning 
"  to  visit  Harriette  Memoirs,  of  whom  I  had 
"  heard  so  much ;  and  since  she  had  turned  so 
"  many  heads,  and  warmed  the  hearts  of  such 
"  different  nven,  I  expected  to  see  a  most  extraor- 
**  dinary  woman ;  a  ^erv'  Cleopatra  in  grace  and 
**  verMitilit5»  of  talents,  but  I  \vas  greatly  disap- 
"  pointed. — Harriette  received  us  with  politeness, 
"  but  her  manner  w^as  fluriied  and  agitated.  She 
*'  was  either  very  shy.  or  very  nervous ;  good  eyes 
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"  she  certainly  has  to  boast  of,  also  a  fine  bosom, 
*'  and  pretty  feet  and  hands,  but  there  was  a  want 
*'  of  grace  and  ease  in  all  that  nervous  flurry  :  in 
"  short  she  on  my  first  visit  inspired  me  with  no 
"  particular  interest. 

"  Lord  Ricketty  however,  shewed  me  some 
"  very  pleasant  letters  of  hers,  assuring  me  that 
**  no  woman  improved  more  on  acquaintance; 
"  and  with  regard  to  her  beauty,  she  was  the 
**  most  journaliere  person  he  had  ever  seen ;  in 
"  short,  his  Lordship  continued,  *  I  have  seen 
"  Harriette  Memoirs  looking  forty  on  a  Monday, 
**  and  twenty  the  following  Tuesday/ 

"  Curiosity  led  me  to  pay  this  lady  a  second 
"  visit,  in  her  opera  box.  She  certainly  looke^l 
**  very  well  by  candle-light,  and  there  was  more 
"  suavity  in  her  manners,  than  when  we  took  her 
"  by  surprise.  As  I  listened  to  her  conversation 
"  with  various  beaux  who  came  to  visit  her  in 
*'  turn,  I  was  in  love,  and  out  of  it,  and  in  love 
"  agJiin,  I  know  not  how  often. — A  stupid  com- 
"  panion  appeared  to  paralyze   her,  and  change 


22  CLARA     CJAZUL. 

•*  every  feature  in  her  face.  Vainly  did  she  la- 
*'  bour  to  go  through  the  forms  of  politeness,  in 
'*  order  to  avoid  wounding  him  by  her  neglect; 
"  she  was  so  absent  as  to  have  appeared  almost 
"  insane,  and  her  face  seemed  to  lengthen  with 
*'  the  torturing  annoyance  she  evidently  experi- 
"  enced,  in  her  efforts  to  collect  her  ideas  and  lis- 
"  ten  to  a  dull  every-day  character. 

**  See  Harriette  Memoirs  with  a  clever  pro- 
*•  fligate,  and  one  is  half  disgusted  with  her  ready 
"  genuine  laugh  of  encouragement,  whenever 
"  he  makes  a  witty  remark,  however  coarse 
"  his  subject,  not  that  she  approves  of  the 
"  coarseness,  but  will  forgive  any  thing  for  the 
^'  sake  of  the  wit.  What  a  pity  methought,  that 
"  a  woman  naturally  effeminate  in  her  feelings, 
••  should  lower  herself  by  patronising  such  indeli- 
**  cate,  though  witty  conversation. 

*'  Observe  Harriette  Memoirs  in  the  society  of 
*'  a  man  she  respects  and  desires  to  attach,  you 
**  will  then  see  one  of  the  most  pleasant  and 
"  amiable  unlearned  women  in    England  ; — play- 
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**  ful  in  her  wit,  which  is  the  more  piquant  from 
"  the  almost  imperceptible  dash  of  libertinage 
"  which  serves  but  to  excite  curiosity; — respect- 
*'  ful  in  her  address,  she  has  the  knack  of  in- 
**  spiring  those  whom  she  would  please,  with  es- 
"  teem,  as  well  as  love. 

"  No  one  knows  how  to  flatter  more  agre- 
"  ably;  and  when  a  person  feels  convinced  that 
**  she  is  deeply  impressed  with  his  merits,  can 
"  he  fail  to  respect  her  for  her  superior  under- 
"  standing?  This  is  done  without  a  shadow  of 
'•art,  which  is  the  reason  why  it  mustalways  be 
"  effective. 

"  Harriette  is  an  enthusiast  in  her  admira- 
**  tion  of  a  noble  or  talented  person,  whether  old 
"  or  young,  handsome,  or  the  reverse; — feeling 
"  really  proud  and  honored  by  his  notice,  every 
*•  word  he  utters,  is  graven  on  her  memory,  and 
"  she  will  be  able  to  flatter  him  at  any  future  pe- 
"  riod  of  his  life  with  the  exact  repetition  of 
"  whatever  he  may  have  said  to  her,  and  to  des- 
"  cribe  to   him  certain  of  his  tastes,  likings,  and 
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**  antipathies,  long  after  he  has  himself  forgotten 
*'  his  former  conversation  with  her. 

"  When  encouraged  by  the  condescensions  of 
"  the  persons  she  may  perfectly  esteem,  Harriette 
*•  Memoirs  is  brilliant  in  the  quickness  and  grace 
**  of  her  repartees  and  jeu  de  mots,  which  strike 
**  her  fancy  without  labour  or  searching  for,  un- 
**  less  her  spirits  are  oppressed  by  ill  health :  she 
•*  is  nevertheless,  miserably  ignorant  as  to  the 
"  common  routine  of  education,  and  so  distrait 
"  that  she  is  in  the  habit  of  loosing  her  way  over 
"  and  over  again  in  the  very  same  direction,  even 
"  between  twenty  and  twenty-one  of  the  same 
**  street,  with  fifty  other  absurdities  of  the  like 
"  absent  nature. 

"  I  take  Harriette  to  be  a  very  high  couraged 
"  person  whose  strength  of  mind  would  be  found 
"  equal  to  any  sudden  emergency. — Though  the 
"  world  call  her  profligate,  she  is  strict  and 
"  severe  in  her  principles  of  candor  and  honesty, 
"andean  scarcely  ever  forgive  the  person  who 
"  has  ever  told  her  a   single  untruth.      During 
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"  her  whole  career,  she  has  honorably  discharged 
"  every  debt  she  ever  contracted,  and  when  in  the 
*'  hurry  of  leaving  a  foreign  country,  any  thing 
*•  was  forgotten,  she  has  never  failed  to  forward 
"  the  sum  due  to  her  creditor,  after  her  arrival 
•*  in  England,  whether  large  or  small. 

"  Her  temper  and  disposition  are  happy,  for 
*'  she  can  amuse  herself  harmlessly  in  solitude, 
*'  and  never  find  the  day  long  enough  for  her  oc- 
**  cupations. 

"  Harriette's  misfortune  is  ill  health  ;  her  best 
"  qualities  are  her  love  of  truth  and  singleness  of 
"  heart,  x^t  this  period,  when  her  youth  has 
'*  passed  away,  she  is  infinitely  more  refined  in 
"  her  taste,  and  more  difficult  in  her  choice  of 
**  society,  than  she  was  formerly. 

•*  If  her  face  has  lost  its  youthful  beauty,  per- 

*•  haps,  it  has  gained  something   in  character  and 

**  expression;   and    with    regard    to   her    talents 

"  for  conversation,   these  are  unquestionablv  im- 

"  proved  by  time  and  reflection,  aided  by  her  good 

•*  sensiB,  which  has  she^vn   her  how   much    niore 
Vol.  III.  E 
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''  pleasing  we  may  make  ourselves,  by  the  encou- 
*'  ragement  of  a  benevolent  disposition  towards 
"  others,  than  by  indulging  in  a  feverish  thirst  after 
"  the  gratification  of  our  own  vanity  ;  such  as  for- 
*'  mely  stimulated  her  to  exercise  her  wit  with 
"  careless  disregard  of  the  wounds  she  might  in- 
"  flict. 

"  To  shine,  is  no  longer  Harriette's  ambition, 
**  but  whenever  she  does  or  may  happen  to  fall 
"  into  the  society  of  a  person  whom  she  admires 
"  and  desires  to  please,  her  conversation  will  un- 
"  questionably  be  found  more  attractive  at  this 
"  moment,  than  it  was  in  her  youth,  on  account 
"  of  the  tact  and  good  feeling  she  has  acquired 
*'  by  time,  and  which  has  not  yet  destroyed  the 
"  originality,  or  the  freshness  of  her  imagination. 

"  In  the  society  of  a  favorite,  Harriette's  coun- 
*•  tenance  is  both  animated  and  intelligent,  but 
"she  is  only  to  be  considered  handsome,  when 
*•  she  is  calm.  Her  mind  must  be  at  rest  to  shew 
*'  the  best  and  most  natural  expression  of  her  fea- 
*•  tures.     If  her  person  is  pretty,  her  clothes  are 
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**  hung  about  it  so  loosely,  that  it  is  difticult  to 
*' guess  what  they  conceal,  or  disguise. 

"  Her  voice,  if  we  are  to  believe  Lord  Robert 
"  Manly's  description  of  it,  is  very  musical. 
"  Xo  one  can  judge  of  her  power  of  pleasing  by 
"a  casual  acquaintance  with  her;  but  he,  who 
**  has  found  the  way  to  her  heart,  understood  her 
"  character,  sympathised  with  her  best  feelings, 
"  and  really  tnjoyed  her  society  when  she  was 
"  calm  and  happy,  and  loved  him,  may  bid  Cupid 
*'  defiance:  for  be  he  old  or  young,  I  hereby  do 
*'  in  my  conscience  declare,  that  being  so  situated, 
"  he  will  never  love  women  again  though  he  lives 
**  to  the  age  of  King  David. 

"  Harriette  very  seldom  reads,  but  retains  all 
**  she  does  read  for  ever.  She  is  as  difficult  in 
*'  her  choice  of  books,  as  acquaintances :  the 
"  weakness  of  her  nerves  disqualifies  her  for  deep 
"  study.  Romantic  to  excess,  with  an  imagina- 
"  tion  that  can  create  a  little  busy  world  of  her 
"  own,  she  prefers  solitude  to  the  society  of  per- 
"  sons  who  fall  short  of  high  superiority  in  her 
'*  opinion. 
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**  To  conclude  the  subject,  I,  who  have  well  stu- 
"  died  her  character,  and  I  believe  impartially, 
**  do  positively  acquit  Harriette  Memoirs,  of  the 
*'  least  particle  of  selfishness,  while  I  give  her 
*'  credit  for  a  very  affectionate  heart. 

"  I  have  lately  been  trying  to  overcome  my  pre- 

"  judice  against  a  certain  Velluti  lookins^  sort  of  a 

"  gentleman,  called   Minacious,    whom  I     often 

"  meet  in  society.     This  youth  is  bent  upon  dis- 

.?•  iinguishing  himself  from  the  common  herd  of 

-J*  men,  for  six  reasons. 

«?>    **  First — He  is  the  son  of  a  respectable  gentle- 

'*^:man? 

*'  Second — According  to  his  own  religious  be- 
'*  lief,  he  is  the  handsomest  man  alive! ! 

"  Third— He  is  in  full  and  positive  possession 
'*  of  assurance,  beyond  all  parallel,  ancient  or 
•'  modern  I !  ! 

*'  Fourth — His  nag  is  a  prancer  ! !  1 1 

"  Fifth— He  is  shrewd ! ! ! ! ! 

"  Sixth — He  is  an  attach^  de  I'ambassade  de  son 
"  excellence  le  Chevalier  de  *  ***!!!!!! 


CLARA   GAZLM..  29 

**  This  youth  otl'ers  the  novice  from  college  a 
'*  practical  recipe  how  silly  women  may  be  won, 
"  which  is  not  by  gentleness,  grace  of  manner, 
**  warmth  of  heart,  sound  sense,  or  a  brilliant 
**  imagination,  but  by  a  prancing  horse,  pragmati- 
**  cal  assurance,  skillful  padding,  leering,  sneer- 
**  ing,  lying,  and  the  curling-irons: — and  as  there 
*'  are  very  many  more  silly  women,  than  clever 
"  ones  in  this  best  of  all  beautiful  worlds,  I  say 
"  so  with  regret — ergo  Minacious  avec  ses  petits 
"  moyens  has  managed  to  destroy  the  peace  of 
"  a  family  or  two  in  high  life,  without  feeling  or 
"  creating  one  iota  of  a  sensation  ! — sans  imagina- 
**  tion,  sans  coeur,  sans  ame,  sans  engouement 
"  d'esprit  ou  de  corps,  sans  le  besoin  d'aimer  ou 
"  d'etre  aim^,* — enfm  sans  everything. 

"  Minacious  is  much  too  shrewd,  and  too  poli- 
"  tic  to  do  anything  glaringly  derogatory  to  the 
**  character  of  a  gentleman,  by  which  he  would 


'  Witfioiil  imagination,  heart,  or  soul ;  without  fondness  either  for 
mind  or  person — v\  ithout  the  wi^h  to  love  or  be  loved. 
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"  incur  the  risk  of  losing  the  place  he  covets  in 
"  society.  But  though  the  beau  is  always  on  his 
**  ^uard  with  men,  he  will  address  the  most  abu- 
"  sive  personal,  scurrilous,  and  disgraceful  lan- 
"  guage  to  women,  as  his  own  hand- writing  can 
**  testify,  whenever  any  one  of  the  soft  sex,  by 
"  whom  he  believes  he  ought  to  be  adored, 
"  happens  to  hurt  his  vanity. 

"  Though  Minacious,  as  a  man  of  good  family, 
"  and  an  attache,  is  received  everywhere,  yet  is 
**  he  liked  no  where.  Tolerated  he  may  be, 
'*  since,  however  abusive  to  women,  he  is  civil  to 
**  men  :  but  he  who  has  but  once  in  his  life,  ad- 
**  dressed  a  coarsely  scurrilous  letter  to  a  woman, 
"  is  too  low  in  the  sjcale  of  humanity  ever  to  ob- 
"  tain  the  friendship  of  a  single  gentleman,  and 
*•  admitting  that  the  world  be  ignorant  of  the 
"  circumstance,  the  stuff,  he  is  made  of,  who  can 
"  find  gratification  in  revenge  so  paltry,  is  mean, 

"  vile,  and  cowardly. And  so  none  did,  can, 

"  will,  or  ever  shall  love  the  beau  Minacious 

"  Helas! !— Helas!!— et  quatre  fois  Helas! ! ! 
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"  Pour  consoler  ce  boii  et  beau  jeune  homme* 
"  I  will  write  his  epitaph  d'avance,  this  very  mo- 
*'  ment  lest  the  thing — the  attache  I  mean — 
"  should  shp  out  of  my  head. 


EPITAPH. 

Under  this  stone  reposes  beau  Minacious 
Whose  sudden  death  was  really  quite  vexatious, 
And  mourned  by  his  good  master  the  Chevalier 
Because  he  died  most  luckless  on  a  bag-day.f 
As  Mouchard  too !  he  brilled  as  a  spy, 
Never  so  well  shall  we  his  place  supply, 
Such  were  his  talents  in  ih'insidious  school 
Compared  with  him,  great  Vidocq;}^  was  a  fool ! 
His  blanchisseuse  and  stay-maker  bewail  his  end, 
His  barber  and  his  corn-cutter  have  lost  a  friend. 
The  countess  wails  in  silence  his  decease, 
Her  grief  if  known  might  break  up  the  count's  peace, 


*  To  console  this  good  and  beautiful  }'oung  gentleman  I'll  \ynle 
is  Epitaph  before  hand. 

tBag-da^- — We  are,  I  presume  to  consider  this  as  a  familiar  ap- 
pellation of  the  ambassador's  courier  day. — Ed. 

t  Vidocq — The  chef  de  brij^ade  de  surele  of  the  Parisian  police,  in 
other  words,  the   "Prince  of  Mouchards." 
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And  others  upon  whom  he  spat  his  venom 

Instead  of  cursing,  smiled,  and  called  him  handsome. 

A  snail's  a  nasty  little  slimy  reptile 

That  we  recoil  from — it  rouses  not  our  bile 

And  if  on  impulse,  we  should  cast  it  from  us 

We  blush  to  think  an  insect  should  have  ruffled  us. 

Sleep  then  in  peace ! — thou  waspish  little  thing 
None  cared  to  harm  thee,  or  to  pluck  thy  sting. 
Resurrection  men! — Pray  pass  Minacious  bye 
You  hunt  for  human  bodies — let  the  reptile  lie. 


*'  Changing  my  subject  from  little  to  great  men, 
**  I  will  endeavour  to  sketch  for  your  amusement 
**  the  character  of  his  excellency  the  Chevalier 
«'  de  *  *  *  * 

*' Unlike  the  Duke  of  Inverary,  who  has  the 
"  gift  of  all  the  graces,  and  is,  therefore,  qualified 
'*  by  art  and  nature  to  cheat  us  out  of  our  admi- 
'*  ration,  by  the  fascination  of  beauty  and  man- 
**  ner,  the  ambassador  is  deficient  in  many  exter- 
**  nal  advantages ;  yet  he  is  beloved  and  admired 
"  by  all  who  know  him,  and  though  his  faults, 
'*  however  venial,  are  of  a  nature  that  would 
*'  generally   speaking,   expose  a  public  character 


CLARA    GAZUL.  33 

"  to  the  animadversions  of  the  envious  critic  or 
**  censor,  none  of  these  can  treat  the  Chevalier's 
"  failings  with  severity,  because,  of  all  men,  in  or 
"  out  of  office,  he  is  the  most  liberal  in  his  general 
**  principles.     Throwing  aside  the  farce  of  diplo- 
"  matic  pomp,  and  mysterious  reserve  by  which 
**  other  ambassadors  strive  to  conceal  their  de- 
"  ficiencies,  the    Chevalier    dares   shew    himself 
"  with  that  true  genuine  simplicity,  which  is  ever 
"  the  distinguished  feature  of  a  noble  mind. 

*'  Warmly  attached  to  his  government  with 
"  abilities  to  serve  it,  whenever  his  talents  are 
**  called  into  action,  by  any  peculiar  critical 
"  difficulty,  he  does  not,  in  the  mean  time,  con- 
"  ceive  it  necessary  to  weigh  each  action  of  com- 
'*  mon  every  day  life,  nor  fears  he  to  commit  him- 
"  self  by  a  word,  a  bow,  a  note  to  a  lady,  or  what 
*'  not  of  the  like  trivial  nature. 

"  No  person  is  more  easy  of  access,  or  more 
"  ready  and  glad  to  oblige,  and  though  he  can  be 
**  the  most  impenetrable  man   alivC)  when  myste- 
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"  ry  happens  to  be  necessary  for  the  interest  of 
**  his  government,  yet  his  good  sense  having 
"  shewn  him  how  rarely  "these  occasions  occur, 
**  we  are  agreeably  surprised  by  his  general  frank 
**  demeanor. 

If  his  Excellency  is  invariably  polite  and  atten- 
"  tive  to  others,  it  is  more  the  result  of  a  benevo- 
**  lent  disposition  to  oblige,  than  out  of  respect 
*'  for  the  vapid  forms  of  etiquette.  Hence  it*s  pe- 
"  culiar  attraction. 

"  Devoted  to  business  from  taste  and  habit,  the 
"  duties  of  his  situation,  however  fatiguing  or 
"  troublesome  they  might  occasionally  be  conside- 
**  red  by  a  man  accustomed  to  indulge  in  idle  self- 
"  gratification,  are  ever  performed  by  the  Chevalier 
*'  with  prompt  attention  to  the  wishes  and  feelings 
"  of  others,  often  at  the  expence  of  his  own  com- 
"  fort  and  convenience. 

"  No  man  knows  the  world  better  than  his  Ex- 
•*  cellency  who  is  the  closest  and  shrewdest  obser- 
"  ver  of  human  nature,  in  a  quiet  way,  that  I 
**  have  met  with  in  England  ; — but  though  sensi- 
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*^  lively  awake  to  the  imperfections  and  failings  of 
"  those  about  him,  he  is  ever  benevolent  in  his 
"  general  philanthropy,  and  whatever  may  be  the 
*'  vices  or  errors  which  his  penetration  has  dis- 
"  covered  in  the  hearts  of  others,  they  may  rest 
"  assured,  that  he  has  appreciated  them  with 
"  charitable  liberality.  The  secret  of  the  Che- 
"  valier's  great  popularity  is  not  generally  under- 
**  stood. 

"  A  cold  man  may  contrive  to  make  himself 
"  popular,  more  or  less,  by  bowing,  nodding,  and 
"  wooing  par- tout,  a  good  tie  to  his  neckcloth, 
"  and  a  pretty  everlasting  smile  on  his  counte- 
"  nance  to  boot.  His  Excellency,  perhaps,  shows 
"  some  e«*ikward  signs  of  a  cold  heart, — not  in  his 
"  tie.  Heaven  knows,  so  does  a  certain  Monsieur 
"  Brummel, — but  in  the  even  tenor  of  his  diplo- 
"  matic  career.  It  is,  in  fact,  the  consequence  and 
"  result  of  superior  strength  of  mind,  and  not 
"  coldness  of  heart,  that  empowers  him  to  pursue 
**  and  persevere  in  one  fixed  line  of  conduct,  spite 
"  of  feelings  and  passions,  which  would  operate 
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**  on  a  weak  vacillating  character,  like  the  wind 
*'  upon  a  weather  cock,  or  tempests  on  a  rudder- 
"  less  vessel. 

"  A  warm  tender  heart,  joined  to  a  mind  in- 
"  vulnerable  to  the  indiscriminate  indulgence  of 
*•  it's  dictates,  combine  to  produce  the  charm; — 
"  hence  the  secret  of  his  great  popularity. 

"  A  powerful  mind  like  that  of  the  Ambassa- 
"  dor's,  must  always  command  respect  from  those 
"  who  are  in  the  habit  of  contemplating  it,  which 
"  accounts  for  the  deference  that  is  ever  paid  him 
"  by  those  who  compose  his  suite,  although  they 
**  know  he  is  a  roue,  and  that  he  exacts  no  ho- 
"  mage  but  that  which  is  involuntarily  bestow- 
"ed. 

"  Were  I  but  the  Chevalier's  page,  I'd  sing 
"  psalms  or  any  thing. 

"  Once  he  evinced  a  slight  degree  of  nervous 
"  irritability  against  me.  I  have  seldom  felt  so 
*'  proud  or  so  happy,  but  his  Excellency  soon 
*'  relapsed  into  the  calm  contented  feeling  of  uni- 
**  versal  philanthropy. 
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"  I  would  I  were  King  George  the  Fourth,  and 
"  if  I  were,  my  proudest  triumph  would  be  that 
**  my  favorite  ambassador  loved  me  with  his 
"  whole  heart,  and  with  all  the  powers  of  his 
**  strong  mind. 

"  The  above  character  is  sketched  feelingly,  as 
'*  I  have  guessed  it,  and  from  very  slight  acquain- 
**  tancewith  the  Chevalier. 

"  I  may  have  formed  wrong  conclusions,  al- 
**  though  I  am  inclined  to  put  faith  in  that  in- 
**  stinctive  quickness  of  perception  with  which 
"  we  are  all,  more  or  less  inspired  towards  certain 
"  individuals,  who,  from  some  unknown  sympa- 
'*  thy  of  taste,  or  disposition, — which  would  har- 
"  monize  with  our  own,  though  of  an  opposite 
"  nature, — have  interested  heart  and  soul  in  their 
"  investigation,  and  exacted  that  degree  of  intense 
"  interest  and  curiosity  which  awakens  all  the 
"  powers  and  energies  of  the  mind; — not  that  the 
"  Chevalier  is  aware  of  any  sympathy  in  our  dis- 
*'  position  or  tastes,  being,  as  I  have  before  said  so 
"  slightly  acquainted  with  me. 
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•*  But  I  take  it  for  granted  that  such  sympa- 
**  thies,  always  do  exist  in  some  degree,  vvhen- 
"  ever  independant  of  personal  showy  attractions, 
"  a  heart  warms  and  attaches  itself  to  a  stran- 
"  ger. 

"  True,  the  Chevalier  has  evinced  a  very  bene- 
"  volent  disposition  to  oblige  and  serve  me  on 
**  more  than  one  occasion,  but  my  affectionate  at- 
"  tachment,  my  respect  for,  and  curious  study  of 
"  his  character  preceded  any  act  of  kindness,  and 
"  began  before  I  was  ever  introduced  to  his  ac- 
**  quaintance. 

"  His  lady  I'ambassadrice  has  been  described 
"  to  me,  by  some  of  his  acquaintances,  as  truly 
"  amiable  and  highly  accomplished. 

"  By  way  of  contrast  I  will  now  try  to  place 
"  before  your  mind's  eye  Baron  Will  o*  the 
"  Whisp  homme  d'un  certain  age  qui  n'est  pas 
"  pos6  pour  cela.* 

"  The  surest  characteristic  of  a  weak  mind,  is 

*  A  gentleman  of  a  certain  age,  who  for  all  that  is?  not  very  grave. 
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"  the  love  of  finery,  draperies,  fringes,  chains, 
"  rings,  routs,  and  balls,  where  fools  and  lovers 
"  only  delight  to  assemble  with  boys  and  girls 
"  who  love  confectionary. 

"  Baron  Will  o'  the  Whisp  thought  so  too,  on 
"  a  certain  day,  when  Gunter  had  been  dunning 
"  him  for  his  sugar-plum  bill,  and  therefore  sat 
"  he  down  to  write  a  book. 

**  The  subject  was  not  like  to  puzzle  him 
*•  much — for  there  were  but  two  subjects  in  his 
"  head,  and  Gunter  had  pour  le  moment  sickened 
"  him  of  the  vanities  of  this  little  world,  avec  ses 
"  sucreries — so  he  chose  fighting. 

"  Every  body  knows  that  he  is  an  amateur  of 
"  the  science,  and  that  Baron  Will  o'  the  Whisp 
"  and  Spring  are  the  two  greatest  men  in  London, 
"  the  Baron  in  his  way,  and  Spring  in  *hisen.' 

**  It  is  a  pity  that  dashing  officers  are  going  out 
**  of  fashion  like  poetry,  because  the  Baron  is  now 
"  at  a  loss  how  to  flourish  in  the  world. 

**  In  good  truth  there  is  much  to  admire  in 
•*  Will  o'  the  Whisp. 
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"  He  joined  the  army  many  years  ago,  not  al- 
**  together  and  exclusively  for  the  good  of  the  ser- 
"  vice,  but  with  the  determination  to  distinguish 
"  himself  or  die  in  the  attempt. — Not  dying,  he 
"  took  a  flag  and  did  all  sorts  of  dashing  things, 
"  and  so  between  his  spirited  conduct  and  his 
"  high  connection,  he  obtained  rank  at  home,  with 
"  medals  and  ribbons  abroad ; — and  very  pretty 
"  these  ribbons  and  medals  look  by  candle-light, 
"  dangling  about  the  Baron's  gayest  of  all  party 
**  coloured  satin  waistcoats — not  that  he  wants 
"  the  'aid  of  foreign  ornament,'  being  a  hand- 
"  some  man  whose  soft  voluptuous  smile  is  apt 
"  to  produce  a  very  powerful  and  potent  effect, 
"  not  upon  ladies  hearts,  but  on  their  systems. 

"  A  rout  is  as  much  Will  o'  the  Whisp's  ele- 
"  ment,  as  a  field  of  battle.  No  man  in  London 
*•  enters  a  ball-room  with  a  better  grace,  or  is 
**  more  decidedly  distingue  in  his  manners,  which 
"  originally  good,  have  borrowed  animation 
"  from  foreign  courts.  The  gentleness  of  the 
"  courtier   is  amusingly  reheved  by  the  spirit  of 


*'  the  Rolclier,  which  occaaionally  breaks  its  mo- 
*'  notony,  and  enlivens  his  diacouree  by  a  dash 
'<  of  piquant  eccentricity,  so  that  if  one  could  take 
**  the  manner  for  the  matter,  our  Baron  would  be 
*•  perfect, 

"  This  high  bred,  but  rather  cracked-brained 
**  militaire,  is  apt  to  experience  pleasing  electric 
*'  shocks,  when  his  hand  comes  in  contact  with 
*'  a  fair  lady's  arm  in  the  dance,  or  any  where 
"  else*  But  it  does  not  signify,  for  she  is  sure  to 
*^  forgive  him. 

**  So  far  so  good ;  the  most  provoking  part  of 
**  the  affair  is,  that  this  apparently  bonasse,  de* 
"  lightful  creature  should  be  mean,  as  well  as  o»- 
**  tentatious— not  in  any  of  his  transactions  with 
*'  the  fair  sex,  whom  he  loves  dearly  et  en  masse 
<<  ,^but  to  his  trades-people  r-^let  that  pass,  me- 
**  chanics  being  sad  extortioners,  mayhap  they 
*'  want  a  Baron  Will  o'  the  Whisp  to  set  them  to 
^*  rights ;  et  apres  tout  this  weak  but  interesting 
*'  Roue  throws  his  money  away  like  a  prince  of 
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"  blockheads,  from  his  total  ignorance  of  private 
**  finance,  and  what  would  really  constitute  his 
"  comfort  and  happiness. 

"  His  duel  with  young  Lumpkin  was  very  cha- 
*'  racteristic. 

"  *  Don't  fight  him,'  said  his  friend  Sequacious 

*' but  the  Baron  declared  that  any  thing  alive 

*'  was  good  enough  to  shoot  at. 

**  *  Not  alluding  to  yourself  of  course/  said 
"  Sequacious. 

"  The  pomp  and  method  of  first  rate  English 
"  duelling  is  laughable  to  a  Frenchman,  who 
"  takes  it  chemin  fesant,  and  thinks  no  more 
"  about  it.  And  so  would  the  gay  Baron  have 
"  been  disposed  to  have  done,  because  of  his  long 
"  sojourn  at  foreign  courts,  only  his  second 
"  would  not  let  him,  but  sat  up  all  night  and 
"  pottered  about  on  tip-toe,  hinted  this,  took  a 
**  memorandum  of  that,  sighed  abundantly,  for  he 
**  loved  his  friend,  and  lastly,  superintended  his 
"  potage,  as  well  as  the  cleaning  of  his  pistols. 

*•  *  You  are  taking  much  useless  trouble  Totey,' 
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"  said  the  Baron  to  his  factotum,  as  soon  as  he 
**  was  broad  awake,  which  happened  just  in  time 
"  by  reason  of  his  military  habits. 

**  *  My  dear  fellow  ! !  !*  said  Totey,  pressing  his 
'*  friend's  hand,  while  a  tear  wanted  to  glisten  in 
"  his  pretty  blue  eye,  only  he  would  not  let  it. 

"  *  I  shall  not  be  hit,'  said  the  Baron,  kindly  re- 
"  turning  his  pressure. 

"  'But  have  you  no  wish  to  communicate  to 
**  me  in  case  of  the  worst,  my  dear  friend  r'  en- 
"  quired  Sequacious,  looking  unutterable  things, 
*'  and  continued,  *  where  is  your  pocket-handker- 

"  chief? I've  got  snuft'in  my  box '  j'ai  du 

**  bon    tabac    dans   ma  tabatiere,'    in   case  you 

"  would  like  a  pinch  ? and Baron! !'  heav- 

**  ing  another  sigh '  it  is  very  good  snuft"  too  ; 

"  Sir  Charles  Sackett  sent  it  me  en  cadeau,'  look- 
"  ing  ruefully  and  patheticall}^  in  the  Baron's 
"  face. 

**  'Take  care  of  my  lady,'  said  Will  o'  the 
"  Whisp,  adding,  *  I  bequeath  to  you  Totey  my 
**  manuscripts,  also  ten  pounds  due  to  me  from 
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**  Colburn,  for  the  last  article  I  sent  to  the  United 
**  Service  Journal)  conditionally  that  you  nevel* 
"  allow   them  to  pay  my  rascal  of  a  tailor,  who 

"  spoiled   my   last  suit put  that  snuff  away 

"  man 1   hate  snuff;    gracious  powers  can*t 

**  one  be  shot  at  without  snuff!' 

"  They  were  soon  on  the  ground,  and  were 
"  joined  by  Lumpkin  and  friend ;  the  Baron  wore 
"  a  very  small  miniature  of  Princess  Rowtow- 
"  sey,  or  some  such  name,  dangling  to  his  button* 
"  hole  amidst  ribbons  in  abundance,  but  no  me- 
"  dais  to  serve  as  breast-plates. 

"  Totey  moved  too  and  fro  on  the  ground  with 
"  high  solemnity  of  motion. 

"  Lumpkin's  second  was  a  dead  servile  copy  of 
"  the  great  man's  great  man,  who  *was  not  the 
"  rose,  but  he  had  dwelled  with  it.' 

**  The  rose — that  is  to  say  the  Baron,  settled 
**  Princess  Rowtowsey  with  his  finger  and  thumb 
•'  out  of  harm's  way,  and  then  the  shooting  began, 
"  which  ended  just  like  all  English  duels  in  high 
"  life>  that  is  to  say,  *in  smoke! !' 
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"  Murder  of  every  description  being  entirely 
**  confined  to  the  vulgar,  no  gentleman  of  breed- 
"  ing  fights  to  any  sanguinary  purpose ;  not  that 
"  the  Baron  would  have  minded  being  shot 
"  through  the  head  the  least  in  the  world,  but 
**  owing  to  the  march  of  intellect,  ce  n'est  plus 
"  re^u  a  Londres  d'apres  ce  qu'il  paroit,  parmi  la 
"  haute  noblesse.* 

The  rest  of  Eugenio's  letter  contained  little  in- 
terest, with  the  exception  of  the  following  para* 
graph,  relating  to  the  Scotch  Duke  of  Inverary, 
and  Lord  Palatine. 

"  I  had  almost  forgotten  to  inform  you  that  t 
•*  have  been  making  the  tour  of  Scotland  with 
"  Lord  Clarionet,  since  I  wrote  last,  who  has 
"  taken  a  great  fancy  to  my  society. 

*'  We  visited  the  Duke  of  Inverary.  His  Grace 
**  was  silting  near  a  pond,  fishing  and  whistling. 
"  By  his  side,   in   a  pair  of  pattens,  to   keep  the 

*  It  is  i;o  lougtT  ddmilled  in  London  amongst  the  adstocracy. 


4()  CLARA  GAZUL. 

**damp  from  his  feet,  stood  Lord  Palatine,  who 
"  was  writing  a  memorandum  in  his  pocket  book. 

"  The  Uuke  welcomed  us  with  one  of  his 
**  sweetest  smiles,  addressed  me  with  much 
**  kindness  and  natural  dignity,  in  good  French, 
"  then  presented  me  to  his  friend.  Lord  Pala- 
•*  tine,  who  looked  confused,  bowed  low,  and 
**  seemed  to  wish  me  at  the  devil.  I  knew  I 
**  could  make  his  Lordship  change  his  mind, 
"  but  1  determined  not  to  exert  myself  for 
**  the  benefit  of  so  reserved  a  subject.  Just 
'•  the  contrary,  I  took  an  opportunity  to  turn  the 
*'  conversation  on  English  manners,  and  then 
*'  boldly  remarked  that  there  was  something  to  a 
**  foreigner,  half  formidable,  half  burlesque  in  the 
**  cautious,  fearful  suspicion  with  which  strangers 
"  often  eyed  each  other  in  England,  taking  nothing 
"  for  granted  but  what  was  prejudicial. 

"  Lord  Palatine  fixed  his  dark  blue  eyes  sud- 
**  denly  on  my  face  with  an  expression  of  sen- 
**  sitive  enquiry,  and  a  slight  blush  flashed  across 
*'  his  fine  countenance. 
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"  A  painter  would  have  chosen  that  moment 
"  to  have  sketched  his  Lordship's  portrait ;  and 
*'  such  is  the  power  and  majesty  of  beauty,  that 
"  though  I  was  predisposed  to  dishke  Lord  Pala- 
•'  tine,  yet,  I  felt  sorry  that  I  had  vexed  him. 

"  His  lordship's  sensitive  glance  was  evidently 
"  but  the  effect  of  momentary  impulse.  Quickly 
"  withdrawing  his  eyes  from  my  face,  he  took  no 
"  more  notice  of  me,  during  our  walk  towards 
"  the  castle,  but  amused  himself  with  his  dog, 
**  or  chatted  with  Lord  Clarionet. 

"  *  Welcome  to  Inverary  Hall,'  said  his  Grace, 
**  to  me,  as  we  entered  a  large  dining  room  of  the 
"  castle,  where  a  cloth  was  laid  out  for  dinner. 

"  Lord  Clarionet  speaking  of  our  tour  and  the 
'*  Scotch  peasantry,  said,  *  Do  you  know  Duke 
**  that  you  are  very  popular  in  this  country,  and 
"  yet  you  are  not  a  Scotchman.* 

"  *  On  this  side  of  the  Tweed.  I  am  Scotch 
*'  every  inch,'  said  his  Grace,  *  although  I  believe 
"  I  was  born  in  England/ 

"  •  I  hate  the  idea  of  a   man's  being  generally 
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"  popular  any  where,"  aaid  Lorcl  Palatine,  *  I 
"  would  be  charitable,  and  stop  the  dirty  moutha 
**  of  the  peasantry  with  beef  and  ale,  but  what 
**  matters  it  how  unpopular  we  are  amongst  those 
**  who  cannot  understand  us  ?* 

"  But  little  to  them,  I  remarked,  coldly. 

"  <  I  hate  to  come  in  contact  with  English 
**  people,  and  I  cannot  help  it,*  said  Lord  Pala- 
**  tine,  addressing  himself  to  the  Duke,  and  totally 
**  disregarding  my  remark,  adding--*  nor  do  I  be- 
"  lieve  that  your  peasantry  can  be  attached  to 
**  you ; — Why  should  they,  unless  you  were  to 
**  go  pottering  among  them  from  morning  till 
"night?* 

**  The  Duke  replied  with  great  sensibility ; 
"  his  friend  had  touched  a  cord  which  appeared 
"  to  vibrate  on  his  feelings ;  he  felt  he  was  a 
"  Scotchman  and  remembered  what  he  might 
'*  have  been  to  his  clan. 

**  *  A  Scotchman  is  a  faithful  domestic  tool,' 
'*  said  his  Grace,  while  a  faint  blush  passed  rapid- 
**  ly  over  his  pale  features. — *  My  name  is  dear  to 
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*'  our  clan,  although  I  have  done  nothing  for  the 
**  Scots;  — still  the  little  heart  I  do  possess  is 
**  Scotch,  and  they  see  '  nae  glide  in  speaking  ill 
•'  of  the  laird  within  his  ain  bounds.'  In  good 
"  truth,  as  Sir  Walter  Scott  has  it,  my  impulses 
"  would  be  generous  towards  Scotland,  were  I  to 
"  come  across  the  scenes  of  it's  actual  wrongs  and 
"  oppressions,  but  I  cannot  run  after  anything. 

*'  *  All  this  amor  patriae  becomes  you  Inverary,' 
*'  said  Lord  Palatine  feelingly,  and  indeed  one  of 
"  your  nation  may  be  said  to  have  •  lost  caste,' 
"  according  to  the  Indian  sense  of  that  expression, 
"  whose  heart  could  not  warm  to  the  tartan 
"  plaid; 

*'  •  I  love  Ireland  too,  and  the  Irish  people  en 
**  masse,  but  in  order  to  preserve  my  charity  and 
"  philanthropy,  towards  them,  I  am  obliged  to 
"  keep  aloof  from  the  vulgar  and  lower  order  of 
*'  society.' 

*'  *  Vulgarity  is  my  abhorrence  ! !  W  hen  I  see 
"  a  sordid    being     who   has   never   conceived    a 
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*'  higher  degree  of  enjoyment  than  the  indulgence 
"  of  his  coarse  appetites  ;  destitute  of  politeness,  fil- 
"  thy,  greedy ,  arrogant,  and  self-sufficient — exerci- 
"  sing  his  low  shallow  cunning  to  draw  our  money 
"  out  of  our  pockets,  I  then  lose  sight  of  charity/ 

"  *  I  have  charity  for  my  dog,*  said  the  Duke, 
"  *  although  he  is  both  greedy  and  fawning,  but 
"  there  does  exist  a  class  of  human  beings  for 
"  whom  I  am  afraid  I  feel  no  charity ;  I  allude 
**  to  those  would  be  gentlemen  who  strut  about 
**  the  lobbies  of  Covent  Garden  and  Drury  Lane, 
"  or  swagger  in  Bond  Street,  Vauxhall,  and  at 
"  watering  places,  insulting  ladies,  quizzing  lords, 
"  spouting  plays,  and  sporting  politics,  besides 
*'  singing  loud  barbarous  songs.' 

"  *  I  have  escaped  these  horrors  by  main  force, 
"  all  my  life,'  said  Lord  Palatine,  'and  conse- 
"  quently  have  but  an  imperfect  idea  of  the 
"  sort  of  male  monster  you  describe.  I  have 
"  offended  and  disgusted  very  many  persons  in 
"  my  time,  by  my  obstinacy  in  refusing  to  dine  at 
**  anniversary  dinners,  clubs,    &;c.  &c.,  but  as  I 
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*'  said  before,  I  have  no  ambition  to  be  generally 
"  popular,  and  rather  desire  that  the  generality 
*'  of  people  should  be  unable  to  guess  at  my  cha- 
"  racter  or  feelings.  1  abhor  notoriety,  and  wish 
"  to  be  unknown.' 

"  *  I  have  little  ambition  of  any  kind,'  said  the 
*'  Duke,  *  and  I  care  not  a  jot  how  much  or  how 
"  little  I  am  known,  so  that  I  am  amused,  but  I 
"  confess  I  feel  more  benevolence  than  disgust  to- 
**  wards  the  peasantry  of  my  country,  particularly 
"  when  I  see  them  exposed  to  the  inclemency  of 
*«  the  weather,  while  labouring  to  make  our  bread 
**  and  clothing.' 

"  *  All  this  I  feel  as  you  do,'  said  Lord  Palatine, 
**  *  and  I  hope  I  have  some  times  proved  my  zeal  in 
"  the  cause  of  Ireland,  but  I  cannot  come  in  close 
"  contact  with  low  minds  and  keep  my  temper.' 

"  Which  proves  a  want  of  charity,  and  want 
"  of  charity  is  vulgarity,  I  remarked. 

"  *  You  do  not  shine  in  compliments,'  said 
**  Lord  Clarionet  to  me. 

"  Why  certainly  I  should  feel  disposed  to  pay 
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*'  his  Lordship  a  better  compliment,  if  I  dared 
**  express  myself  freely. 

"  *  Voyons  done/  said  the  Duke. 

'*  I  believe  there  is  in  this  goodly  company 
*'  but  one  higher  bred  man  than  Lord  Palatine, 
"  and  that  one  is  our  host,  I  replied. 

**  *  I  don't  like  receiving  compliments  at  the  ex- 
"  pense  of  my  guests,'  said  his  Grace  smiling, 
**  while  Lord  Palatine  seemed  to  hold  me  in  no- 
**  table  contempt,  for  he  neither  deigned  to  frown 
*'  or  smile,  or  did  he  address  a  single  word  to  me 
"  during  the  whole  of  the  morning. 

"  Our  dinner  was  moderately  good.  The 
"  Duke  said  very  little  during  the  repast,  but  that 
*'  little  was  always  worth  listening  to.  His  Grace, 
*'  I  should  guess,  had  never  in  his  whole  life,  been 
**  found  guilty  of  boring  his  hearers  by  his  con- 

**  versation. It  is  a  bold  assertion  to  make  of 

"  any  man,  but  really  applicable  to  the  Duke  of 
"  Inverary,  whose  tact  and  good  feeling  is  so  re- 
*'  markable,  that  while  he  appears  to  be  the  most 
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**  careless  man  alive,  he  is  instinctively  attentive 
'*  to  the  feelings  and  little  vanities  of"  others. 

••  I  never  saw  a  man  so  polished  who  possessed 
"  the  tenth  part  of  his  simplicity,  or  who  had  the 
'*  trick  of  commanding  respect  from  all  ranks 
*•  without  making  one  individual  feel  his  own  in- 
**  feriority.  If  Inverary  addressed  a  mechanic, 
'*  the  little  he  said  to  him  shewed  real  curiosity 
"  and  respect  for  his  art,  with  just  knowledge 
'*  enough  of  the  subject  to  render  his  opinion 
"  flattering  to  the  artist.  His  Grace  is  a  sincere 
"  admirer  of  whatever  evinces  ingenuity. 

**  To  quiz  or  ridicule  the  little  peculiarities  of  our 
"  friends  humourously,  pointedly,  and  yet  very 
"  good-naturedly,  is  a  rare  and  difficult  talent 
"  which  Inverary  possesses  to  perfection;  and 
"  though  he  will,  in  turn,  excite  the  merry  laugh 
"  against  all  his  companions,  he  never  ofiends  the 
"  most  touchy  amongst  them,  while  he  knows  how 
'•  to  parry  a  joke  against  himself  with  a  sweetness 
'*  of  temper,  and  archness  of  repartee,  such,  I 
*'  have  seldom  seen  erjualled. 
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**  Lord  Palatine  is  a  better  read  man  than  his 
"  friend  the  Duke,  but  his  Lordship  is  deficient 
"  in  that  noble  simplicity  of  character,  w  hich  in 
"  his  Grace  is  so  attractive.  Lord  Palatine  is  an  af- 
"  fected  man,  not  in  his  voice  or  manner,  but  in  his 
"  conduct ;  acting  seldom  from  impulse,  but  after 
**  the  model  he  has  created,  of  what  he  ought  to 
"  be,  or  seem  to  be.  His  temper  would  be  bad, 
"  but  for  the  pride  that  curbs  it,  and  forces  him 
**  to  observe,  even  on  the  most  vexatious  occa- 
**  sions,  the  dignity  of  an  English  nobleman. 

"  Lord  Palatine  does  not  address  six  sentences  to 
"  his  valet  in  six  months.  The  Duke,  though  the 
"  best  tempered  man  alive,  threatens  to  send  all  his 
"  servants  to  hell  at  least  once  a  month,  pour  leurs 
"  apprendre  a  vivre.  Lord  Palatine  gives  a 
**  guinea  to  a  waiter,  where  the  Duke  would  give 
**  half  a  crown  or  nothing,  and,  strange  magic  of 
"  a  smile,  the  Duke's  half  crown  goes  farther 
"  even  with  John  Bull  himself,  than  Lord  Pala- 
"  tine's  guinea,  presented  with  a  blush  of  proud 
**  condescension. 
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**  The  Duke  in  his  youth  loved  the  advantages 
"  his  beauty  procured  for  him,  and  as  a  volup- 
**  tuary  devoted  to  the  fair  sex,  he  adorned  his 
**  fine  person  to  the  best  advantage  for  the  sake  of 
"  the  actual  enjoyment  it  might  procure  for  him, 
"  rather  than  for  vanity,  and  was  seen  every 
'*  where,  lest  he  should  lose  a  chance.— Lord  Pa- 
"  latine  fancied  himself  one  of  those  high  order  of 
**  beings  who  are  above  the  rest,  and  created  to 
"  stand  alone  amongst  a  race  for  whose  under- 
"  standings,  manners,  &c.  he  felt,  generally  speak- 
"  ing,  a  decided  contempt 

•*  Yet  Lord  Palatine  could  unbend,  after  the 
"  third  bottle  of  claret,  and  in  these  moments 
"  might  be  traced,  something  of  the  hearty  na- 
'*  tionality  of  the  true  spirited  Irishman,  which, 
*'  in  his  Lordship,  was  particularly  graceful. 

"  It  was  nearly  two  hours  since  the  cloth  had 
"  been  removed,  and  the  wine  had  been  briskly 
"  circulating,  when  his  Lordship  suddenly  ad- 
"  dressed  me,  almost  for  the  first  time,  in  a  tone, 
"  and  with  a  smile  of  irresistible  good  humour. 
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"  *  You  mistook  me  this  morning  in  my  pattens 

**  for  the  big  boring  don.' said  he,   alluding 

**  to  Lord  Boringdon,  now  Lord  Morley. 

Just  the  reverse,  my  Lord ;  I  was  the  boring 
*'  don,  or  I  am  much  mistaken. 

*'  *  You  were  even  with  me,'  said  his  Lordship, 
"  laughing — •  and  considering  that  I  am  a  grave 
"  and  reverend  signior,  nieihinks  you  did  not 
"  spare  me. 

"  *  Never  mind  ;  you  and  I  agree  perfectly 
"  with  regard  to  his  Grace  of  Inverary's  being 
"  the  highest  bred  man  of  the  two,  for  I  really 
"  cannot  afford  to  be  as  natural  as  the  Duke,  be- 
"  cause  my  nature  is  not  so  good  and   would  not 

"  pass  current  in  society 1  am  fastidious,  shy, 

**  very  proud,  and  at  times  melancholy  ;  therefore 
**  am  forced  to  disguise  my  nature.  A  man  must, 
*'  therefore,  be  of  higher  and  better  breeding  than 
**  I  am,  who  can  shew  himself  successfully  in  his 
**  natural  colours  at  all  times,  and  to  every  body.* 

"  Though  I  had  predetermined  to  dislike  Lord 
**  Palatine,  there  was  a  charm   in  his  voice  and 


CLARA  GAZUL.  57 

"  manner  whenever  he  condescended  to  unbend 
"  from  his  habitual  and  constitutional  reserve 
"  which  was  irresistibly  pleasing,  so  I  left  Inve- 
**  rary  Castle,  and  took  leave  of  both  gentlemen 
"  with  this  impression,  that  they  were  two  very 
"  pleasing  accomplished  men,  perhaps  the  hand- 
.*  somest  and  highest  bred  two  men  of  their  age 
**  in  Europe,  and  the  most  graceful.  With  re- 
'*  gard  to  their  hearts  there  was  *  portion  pour 
'*  un,*'  between  them,  or  less. 

"  The  Duke  was  formed  to  be  the  charmant 
"  aimable  rou6  a  la  mode,t  while  Lord  Palatine 
*"  was  created  pour  inspirer,  les  grandes  passions 
«  dans  les  coeurs  des  femmes  a  sentiment^ 


•  Allowance  for  one. 

f  Cbarniiog  amiable  Roue. 

;  To  inspire  high  passion  in  the  hearts  of  sentimental  women. 
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CHAP.  XXXVII 


PREPARATIONS  FOR  A  GRAND  WEDDING — A  DISAP- 
POINTMENT. 

We  left  Madame  Lambert  and  Alberto  in  rather 
a  critical  situation.  However,  I  kept  their  secret 
religiously,  a  knowledge  of  which  would  have 
wounded  poor  Mademoiselle  St.  Sauveur  to  the 
quick,  who  was  beloved  by  Alberto,  spite  of  the 
little  faux  pas,  into  which  he  had  probably  been 
seduced  by  the  wiles  of  a  fair  lady  of  fifty  five. 

Nothing  worth  relating  occurred  in  this  family 
for  several  months,  except  that  Alberto  proposed 
to  Mademoiselle  St.  Sauveur  in  due  form,  which 
so  enraged  Madame  Lambert,  that  she  wrote  to 
her  brother,  desiring  him  if  he  valued  the  future 
welfare  of  his  ward,  to  hasten  to  Italy,  and  pre- 
vent her  marrying  with  a  man  suspected  of  the 
worst  crimes.  This  letter  brought  Doctor  Lam- 
bert to  Italy  as  fast  as  post  horses  would  carry 
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him.  He  was,  like  all  the  rest  of  the  world, 
prepossessed  in  favor  of  Alberto  on  their  first  in- 
terview. 

Having  made  every  possible  enquiry,  and  found 
no  fair  ground  for  suspecting  this,  to  all  appear- 
ance, frank  hearted  amiable  nobleman  of  anything 
wrong  or  dishonorable,  he  was  induced  to  believe 
that  his  name  and  eccentric  style  of  dress,  had 
alone  occasioned  those  rumours  to  get  abroad, 
which  were  derogatory  to  his  character.  "  Hell 
hath  no  fury  like  a  woman  scorned !" 

In  a  phrenzy  of  jealous  disappointment,  Ma- 
dame Lambert  at  length  addressed  a  letter  to  the 
Cardinal  Poco-puranti,  at  Naples,  expressive  of 
the  suspicions  she  entertained  against  the  charac- 
ter of  Alberto,  in  consequence  of  his  profligate 
habits,  his  frequent  travels,  and  the  strong  iron 
box  of  which  he  never  lost  sight,  and  into  many 
other  minutiae  did  the  old  lady  enter. 

Now,  it  so  happened,  as  I  have  since  been  told, 
that  the  Cardinal  Pocopuranti  justly  suspecting 
the  Count  of  being  the  author  of  the  scurrilous 
poem,  the  publication  of  which  had  caused   poor 
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St  B^tise's  banishment,  had  ever  since  entertained 
a  notable  hatred  towards  Alberto.  His  Eminence 
had  consequently  kept  the  police  on  the  qui  vive, 
and  by  means  of  vast  research  and  perseverance, 
he  had  at  length  found  out  a  very  ancient  dame, 
who,  amongst  other  adventures  related  a  story  of 
her  having  been  some  eight  or  ten  years  back 
waylaid  by  robbers  on  her  road  to  Rovigo,  situa- 
ted near  about  one  hundred  leagues  from  Naples. 

The  old  lady  in  the  course  of  her  examination, 
which  took  place  in  the  presence  of  the  Cardinal, 
professed  to  have  been  housekeeper  in  a  noble  fa- 
mily, and  when  on  her  road  to  join  her  master, 
the  carriage  in  which  she  travelled  accompanied 
by  two  female  servants,  had  been  attacked  by  ban- 
ditti,— that  she  had  fainted,  and  on  her  recovery, 
found  herself  in  a  robber's  cavern,  where  a  noble 
looking  young  man  had  addressed  her  in  the  kind- 
est accents,  and  as  soon  as  she  was  able  to  sup- 
port herself  on  her  legs,  had  escorted  her  himself 
to  a  small  village,  the  exact  situation  and  name  of 
which  she  had  forgotten,  when   having  presented 
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her  with  a  handful  of  pistoles,  he  abruptly  left  her 
to  pursue  her  journey, — that  she  returned  to  her 
master  in  safety,  who  had  since  died,  and  leaving 
her  independent,  she  had  retired  to  her  native 
village  near  Naples. 

On  her  cross-examination,  the  dame  v^^hom  we 
will  christen  Cattarina,  could  not  describe  the 
features  of  the  bandit,  who  had  protected  her 
being  purblind,  could  not  swear  to  the  identity  of 
the  robber's  cavern,  but  remembered  seeing  much 
gold,  silver,  rich  stuffs,  &c. 

After  examination,  the  dame  was  compelled  to 
take  up  her  abode  in  the  palace  of  the  Cardinal 
Poco-puranti,  in  order  to  secure  her  as  a  witness, 
while  his  Eminence  dispatched  a  messenger 
to  the  residence  of  her  late  master,  in  quest  of 
further  information.  He  was  anxiously  awaiting 
the  return  of  his  messenger,  when  he  received 
Madame  Lambert's  epistle. 

It  is,  as  I  have  before  observed,  a  ticklish  thing 
in  Italy  to  offend  a  cardinal.  In  one  week  after 
Madame  Lambert  had  dispatched  her  letter,  A  I- 


0-2 


CLARA  GAZUL. 


berto  was  arrested  and  conveyecl  to  prison  under 
a  powerful  escort,  on  which  occasion  Mademoi- 
selle St.  Sauveur  was  distracted  with  grief,  Ma- 
dame Lambert  fell  into  hysterics,  and  I  for  my  part 
was  greatly  shocked  of  course.  Doctor  Lambert 
had  no  rest  till  he  consented  to  our  request  to  be 
allowed  to  accompany  him  to  Naples,  in  order 
that  we  might  be  on  the  spot  to  offer  advice,  as- 
sistance, condolence,  &c.  &c.  to  the  charming 
Count  Alberto,  in  case  he  should  turn  out,  as  we 
hoped,  a  persecuted  innocent  man.  Monsieur  le 
Cur6  also  requested  to  accompany  us,  and  to  be 
brief,  we  all  arrived  at  the  Hotel  de  la  Grand  Bre- 
tagne,  at  Naples,  two  days  after  A  Iberto's  arrest. 

For  a  number  of  years  no  event  had  produced 
such  a  sensation;  the  newspapers  were  full  of  it, 
and  every  other  subject  was  considered  flat  and 
uninteresting.  Thousands  and  thousands  crowded 
about  the  prisoner  as  he  entered  Naples,  and 
many  a  fair  and  noble  dame  came  in  her  gay 
equipage  in  hopes  of  obtaining  one  last  glimpse  of 
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the  beautiful  Count  e'er  he  entered  the  state 
prison. 

The  countenance  of  Alberto  appeared  thought- 
ful and  serious,  rather  than  expressive  of  any  un- 
natural agitation. 

The  Duke  of  Almeida  shed  tears  on  taking 
leave  of  him  at  the  prison-gate.  **  Esp^rons,*** 
said  the  Count,  as  he  pressed  his  Grace's  hand  at 
parting,  while  a  sweet  but  melancholy  smile 
played  on  his  lips. 

Alberto  underwent  a  public  examination  on 
the  day  after  his  arrival  in  Naples,  which  was  at- 
tended by  the  first  nobles  in  Italy,  who  came  in 
crowds,  and  not  a  breath  was  heard  during  the 
investigation,  which  commenced  by  Dame  Cat- 
tarina's  being  brought  into  court  to  answer  the 
interrogatories  of  four  of  the  most  celebrated 
counsellors  in  the  kingdom. 

The  old  woman's  replies  this  day  exactly 
agreed  with  her  former  declarations,  and  threw 

*  Let  us  hope. — Ec. 
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no  new  light  on  the  subject.  The  advocate  for 
the  crown  at  length  put  the  following  questions 
to  her. 

**  Should  you  recognise  any  one  of  the  robbers 
by  whom  you  were  attacked  ?" 

**  I  think  I  should  recollect  the  man  I  saw  in 
the  cave.'* 

**  Do  you  allude  to  the  robber  who  protected 

you?" 

"  No,  although  I  might  probably  remember 
him  also,  but  there  was  a  man  in  the  cave  whose 
voice  and  manner  reminded  me  forcibly  of  a 
dear  child  whom  I  nursed  at  my  breast.'* 

"  Who  was  that  person  ?" 

"  The  infant  Count  Alberto!" 

"Alberto!! When  did  you    lose  sight  of 

your  noble  nursling?*' 

"  I  have  not  seen  him  since  he  was  twelve 
years  old,  but  I  have  heard  that  in  consequence 
of  the  sudden  death  of  a  dear  friend,  he  had 
Joined  the  army  abroad  and  was  killed." 

*'  Such  we  know  to  be  the  current  report  rela- 
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tive  to  the  elder  Count  Alberto,"  said  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  Tribunal. 

After  a  little  more  cross-questioning  on  the 
part  of  the  King's  counsel,  Alberto  was  ordered 
to  stand  forth.  His  step  was  free  and  firm,  but 
his  eyes  had  lost  their  bright  stag-like  expression, 
and  he  looked  fatigued  and  unhappy. 

"  Stand  forward  Count  Alberto,"  said  the  Pre- 
sident, '*  and  you,  Dame  Cattarina  are  requ3sted 
to  examine  the  features  of  the  prisoner." 

The  dame  surveyed  Alberto  with  much  cu- 
riosity. 

**  God  forbid,"  said  she,  '*  that  I  should  rashly 

swear  against  the  life  of  any  man,  much  less  against 

that  of  the  being  I  have  nursled  at  my  breast,  or  any 

one  belonging  to  his  most  noble  house,"    "this," 

continued  the  Dame,  after  gazing  on  the  Count 

through  her  spectacles,  ''this  is  not  my  nursling,  he 

was  fairer  and  altogether  of  a  different  complexion, 

and  yet  methinks  I  remember  those  ringlets; — 

surely  this  is  the  kind  stranger  who  escorted  me 

out  of  the  robber's  cave." 

The  Cardinal   Poco-puranti    whispered  in  the 
Vol.    UI.  k 
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Judge's  ear  that  the  prisoner's  voice  might  proba- 
bly be  recognised  by  the  witness;  upon  which 
hint  the  President  immediately  addressed  the 
Count  as  follows: 

**  Count  Alberto,  what  have  you  to  say  ?" 

**  That  I  am  guiltless,"  laying  his  hand  on  his 
heart. 

"  Do  you  remember  that  voice  ?"  enquired  the 
President  of  Dame  Cattarina. 

*•  I  think 1  believe "  said  the  trembling 

old  woman,  "  sure  you  are  the  kind-hearted 
gentleman  who  brought  me  out  of  the  cave  by 
day-break  ?" 

The  Count  met  her  glance  without  shrinking. 
"  You  are  right  my  good  dame,"  said  he  with  a 
melancholy  smile,  "  although  I  am  not  either 
called  upon,  or  obliged  to  make  such  a  confes- 
sion.*' 

Alberto's  answer  produced  a  violent  sensation 
in  the  court,  and  many  a  deep  sigh  was  heard ; 
for  who  could  look  on  this  master-piece  of  na- 
ture's art,  in  the  very  prime  and  bloom  of  man- 
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hood,  and  hear  him  coolly  condemning  himself 
to  an  ignominious  death,  without  otfering  the 
tribute  of  a  tear  for  his  miserable  fate  ? 

Alberto  was  conveyed  to  his  cell,  there  to 
await  his  trial;  Madame  Lambert  took  to  her 
bed.  Mademoiselle  St.  Sauveur  obtained  permis- 
sion to  visit  her  lover,  by  means  of  the  great  in- 
terest of  the  Duke  of  Almeida,  who  accompanied 
Doctor  Lambert  and  his  ward  to  Alberto's 
prison. 

I  will  not  attempt  to  describe  the  meeting  of 
the  lovers.  The  delicate  fragile  but  lovely  Ma- 
demoiselle St.  Sauveur  sank  into  the  arms  of  Al- 
berto, and  fainted.  When  at  length  she  opened 
her  eyes,  her  senses  appeared  confused,  and  the 
expression  of  her  countenance  was  wild  and  fear- 
ful. Sobs  choaked  her  utterance  ;  her  quivering 
lips  were  parched,  and  her  poor  eyes  blood- 
shot. 

Doctor  Lambert  insisted  on  her  withdrawing. 

"  One  word  in  your  ear  sweet  Isabelle,  said 
A  Iberto. 
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Surely  there  was  magic  in  that  word,  which 
seemed  to  change  Mademoiselle  St.  Sauveur's 
despair  to  the  wildest  gratitude,  she  sunk  on  the 
earth,  embraced  her  lover's  knees  rapturously, 
and  then  appeared  to  be  otVering  up  fervent  prayers 
to  Heaven. 

The  Doctor  alarmed  at  this  violent  degree  of 
excitement,  in  the  breast  of  so  delicate  a  creature, 
now  forcibly  conveyed  her  from  the  prison, 
leaving  the  Duke  of  A  Imeida  with  the  Count. 

The  trial  of  Alberto  took  place  one  month 
from  the  day  of  his  first  examination,  on  which 
occasion,  large  sums  of  money  were  offered  for  a 
seat  in  the  court-house,  which  was  crowded  al- 
most to  suffocation.  More  than  fifty  witnesses 
of  the  highest  rank  in  life,  attended  on  behalf  of 
Alberto;  each  of  these  knew  of  some  great  and 
magnanimous  action,  which  the  Count  had  per- 
formed, during  their  acquaintance  with  him. 

There  attended  also,  from  various  courts  and 
countries,  numbers  of  persons  stating  themselves 
to  have  been  waylaid  by  banditti,  during  the  last 
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ten  years.  They  were  examined,  but  nune  recol- 
lected the  features  of  Alberto. 

Being  at  length  called  upon  for  his  defence,  the 
Count  after  bowing  gracefully,  spoke  as  follows: 

**  Gentlemen, — I  have  no  defence  to  make,  or 
any  expectation  of  obtaining  credit,  when  I  de- 
clare to  you  that  I  am  innocent." 

"  How  happened  it  then,"  demanded  the  Pre- 
sident of  the  Tribunal,  '*  that  you  were,  as  you 
confess  yourself,  an  inhabitant  of  the  robber's 
cave  r ' 

"  I  hoped  to  reclaim  the  leader  of  that  band, 
and  by  gentle  means  to  induce  the  w  hole  banditti 
to  forsake  their  wild  haunts  and  habits  and  reunite 
with  honest  people." There  was  a  smother- 
ed laugh  amongst  the  assembly  at  this  moment, 
which  Alberto  totally  disregarded,  and  proceeded 
as  follows — '*  One  of  the  Queens  of  Europe  nobly 
befriended  me  on  this  occasion,  and  her  Majesty's 
purse  and  interest  were  both  tendered  me,  with 
a  view  to  enable  me  better,  to  eflect  the  end  wc 
mutually  and  equally  desired  to  accomplish." 
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**  Name  her,"  said  one  of  the  judges. 

Alberto  hesitated,  and  a  bright  blush  over- 
spread his  cheek. — "  I  have  not  her  Majesty's  per- 
mission to  use  her  name  in  a  court  of  justice,"  he 
replied,  and  when  desired  to  proceed,  he  went  on 
to  state,  that  by  dint  of  perseverance,  he  had  at 
length  provided  honorably  and  satisfactorily  for 
all  the  late  terrible  band,  the  members  of  which 
had  retired,  some  to  monasteries — some  to  pri- 
vate life,  while  more  had  joined  the  army  and 
navy,  and  all  were  now  provided  with  the  means 
of  future  support." 

In  answer  to  various  questions  that  were  put  to 
him,  the  Count  further  declared  that  he  had 
passed  several  years  latterly  in  travelling  over  the 
world,  visiting  and -encouraging  the  individuals 
who  had  once  formed  what  was  called  '*  Alber- 
to's band," — that  the  joint  efforts  of  an  rllustrious 
Princess  and  himself  had  been  crowned  with  un- 
expected and  unhoped  for  success;  all  to  a  man 
having  become  respected  members  of  society, 
beloved,   and    trusted    by    those    around    them. 
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Many  were  well  married  and  had  lived  to  bless 
the  day  when  they  forsook  the  hazardous  and  pro- 
fligate life  of  a  Bandit." 

Alberto  here  paused,  and  bowed  to  the  judges. 

He  was  requested  to  name  some  of  the  persons 
who  had  composed  Alberto's  band. 

Alberto  smiled  contemptuously,  "  I  will  not  fall 
lower  than  the  Bandits  I  have  been  restoring  to 
society,"  said  he. 

'*  But  if  it  were  to  save  thy  Hfe."  enquired  the 
President. 

"  If,"  replied  the  Count,  '*  I  have  shewn  a  dis- 
mal face  to  this  assembly, '  and  he  spoke  with 
something  of  his  usual  spirit,  "  if  for  an  instant 
I  have  turned  pale  with  fear  'twas  for  the  safety 
of  those  individuals.  No  Alberto  belonging  to 
our  race,  was  ever  suspected  of  setting  any  great 
store  upon  his  own  life, — Grant  my  prayer  sweet 
Providence,  that  I  may  be  the  only  sufferer! 
Spare  the  poor  penitents  I  have  sworn  to  stand 
by,  and  you  shall  see  how  firmly  I  can  meet  the 
fate  which   I  anticipate,  I  would  almost  say  reck- 
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lessly,  since  all  is  right  here,"  laying  his  hand  on 
his  heart,  **  but  for  those  tender  friends  I  may 
leave  behind  to  regret  me." 

"  This  is  but  vain  boasting,  for  life  is  dear  to 
us  all,"  the  President  remarked. 

"  'Tis  a  chequered  scene  of  joy,  woe,  trouble, 
and  pleasure ;— but  we  must  die  when  God  pleases, 
and  grimace  were  useless,  since  such  is  the  object 
and  meaning  of  our  creation,"  replied  Alberto. 

It  was  then  represented  to  the  Count  that  the 
lives  of  the  existing  band  of  robbers  would  be 
safe,  provided  it  could  be  proved  that  they  had 
renounced  their  former  atrocities. 

"  On  this  subject  I  must  be  excused  answering 
any  other  questions,"  said  Alberto  haughtily, 
"  after  I  have  remarked  that  the  safety  and  wel- 
fare of  those  people  must  depend  on  their  con- 
tinuing to  the  end  of  their  lives  unknown  ; — their 
characters  once  blown  upon,  they  would  be  dis- 
missed from  their  employment,  and  having  the 
finger  of  scorn  pointed  at  them,   would  probably 
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bt-  tempted  to  rt-turn  to  their  tbrnier  desperate 
habits  and  mode  ot  life." 

The  Cardinal  Poco-puranti  enquired  whether 
the  Count  had  any  objection  to  conduct  a  party  of 
armed  men  to  the  late  cavern  or  residence  of  the 
banditti. 

**  Why,"  said  Alberto,  "if  you  are  determined 
to  cut  off  my  head,  I  really  do  not  exactly  feel  it 
incumbent  on  me  to  take  so  much  trouble  unless 
you  can  make  it  appear  that  I  shall  thus  benefit 
society." 

**  It  will  be  your  best  chance  of  proving  the 
veracity  of  your  statement,"  said  one  of  the 
judges. 

*'  But,"  retorted  Alberto,  "  the  robber's  cave 
will  be  found  so  comfortable  and  inviting,  that 
for  the  sake  of  public  morals,  it  were  wrong  to 
shew  a  body  of  armed  men  these  snug  quarters  so 
curiously  constructed  for  safety ;  but  I  should 
have  no  objection  to  accompany  his  Eminence, 
the  Cardinal  Poco-puranti,  who  may  bring  Fa- 
ther Pietro  with  him,  and  a  blunderbuss,  if  he 
Vol.  III.  L 
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thinks  fit,  while  I  will  travel  unarmed,  accompa- 
nied by  a  friend,  for  the  sake  of  society,  else  his 
Eminence's  long  winded  compliments  would  hip 
me  to  death  before  we  arrived  at  the  cavern." 

"  In  the  precarious  and  awful  situation  in 
which  you  now  stand  before  us,  Count  Alberto, 
this  ribaldry  is  as  unbecoming  as  it  is  unlooked 
for,"  said  the  President. 

"  I  am  not  in  the  least  awe-struck,  or  afraid  of 
grim  death,"  replied  the  Count.  "  This  I  cannot 
help.  Had  my  Lords  on  the  bench  inhabited  the 
robbers  cavern,  perhaps,  the  example  of  so  many 
fearless  men,  might  have  strengthened  their  Lord- 
ship's nerves,  without  corrupting  their  morals; 
which  I  take  for  granted  are  incorruptible. 
I  mean  no  disrespect  to  the  judges,  because  I  can- 
not appear  more  sad  than  I  really  am,  which  is 
owing  to  the  liveliness  of  my  nature.  Your  Lord- 
ships wish  me  to  point  out  the  caverns  of  the 
robbers ;  I  am  ready  to  do  so,  but  not  to  a  party 
of  common  soldiers." 

"  We  are  losing  time,"  said  one  of  the  judges, 
'*  and  it  were  well  to  send  back  the  prisoner  to  his 
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cell  who  does  but  mocks  our  patience  with  his 
proposals,  as  if  any  one  or  two  individuals  could 
be  expected  to  place  their  heads  in  the  lion's 
mouth;  or  accompany  the  Count  without  a  suf- 
ficient escort,  to  a  robber's  cave,  on  his  simple 
word  that  all  the  robbers  have  turned  honest  men  : 
— a  story  most  improbable." 

At  this  instant,  a  messenger  whispered  to  one  of 
the  judges,  that  the  curate  of  *  *  *  had  a  pro- 
posal to  make,  which  bore  upon  the  case  of  the 
prisoner — he  was  permitted  to  speak.  Monsieur 
le  Cure's  good  humoured  odd  physiognomy  called 
forth  many  a  smile.  ^ 

"  My  lords  and  gentlemen,"  so  he  began,  **  I  am 
the  curate  of  *  *  *  *  and  have  been  for  many 
years  intimate  with  Madame  Lambert,  who  is  the 
owner  of  a  large  estate  in  my  neighbourhood. 
The  Count  Alberto  visited  constantly  at  this  lady's 
house,  where  I  have  for  some  months  been  daily 
in  the  habit  of  meeting  his  Lordship,  and  feeling 
the  highest  esteem  for  him,  I  will  gladly  accom- 
pany him  unarmed  to  the  robbers  cavern,  and  re- 
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turn  to  report  what  I  may  there  see  to  your  Lord- 
ships." 

This  proposal  of  the  merry  priest  was  gene- 
rally well  received.  "  But  who  is  to  guard  our 
prisoner,  since  he  objects  to  laying  open  the  se- 
crets of  this  cave  to  hired  soldiers,"  enquired  the 
judge. 

Many  of  Alberto's  witnesses  now  offered  to  ac- 
company the  prisoner  to  the  cavern,  which  as  he 
stated,  was  situated  more  than  one  hundred  Lea- 
gues from  Naples. 

"  But  who  are  to  form  the  prisoners  body 
guard,"  the  judge  again  enquired,  "  I  have  no  ob- 
jection to  twelve  officers  of  justice  as  my  perso- 
nal escort  who  may  carry  as  many  arms  as  their 
strength  w\\\  permit,  as  may  also  my  kind  friends. 

*'  No!  no,  we  shall  carry  no  arms,"  interrupted 
several  witnesses.  The  subject  was  ably  and  learn- 
edly discussed  by  the  Judges  and  Cardinal. 

At  length,  the  court  broke  up  from  very  weari- 
ness, without  having  arrived  at  any  positive  deter- 
mination.      Again  and  again  they  sat  on  this  im- 
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portaiit  case,  aii(J  in  the  course  of  three  weeks 
they  came  to  a  final  determination  to  this  effect. 
— Twelve  chosen  f)olice  officers,  with  Uberto, 
a  constable,  renowned  in  the  city  of  Naples, 
for  his  stout  heart,  honest  principles  and 
high  courage,  formed  the  body  guard  of  the 
prisoner,  who  was  to  ride  between  them.  These 
men  were  armed  each  with  a  carabine,  a  stiletto, 
a  sword,  and  a  pair  of  pistols. 

Our  merry  Curate  and  Father  Pietro,  took 
charge  of  the  old  Dame  Cattarina  between  them, 
alternately  taking  up  the  fair  one  en  croupe,  who 
declared  she  should  be  jolted  to  a  mummy,  before 
they  could  arrive  at  the  cave. 

Twelve  noblemen  of  the  highest  rank,  Alberto's 
friends,  accompanied  the  party  on  horseback,  but 
were  not  permitted  to  converse  with  the  prisoner. 
Each  nobleman  had  his  groom,  but  the  Duke  of 
Almeida,  who  was  of  the  party,  brought  his 
valet  also,  who  sat  in  his  Grace's  travelling  car- 
riage, with  his  dog  Presto,  his  costly  dressing 
case,  and  favorite  monkey.  Six  chasseurs  be- 
longing to   these  noblemen,  rode  on  before  their 
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masters  to  prepare  the  various  innkeepers  for 
their  reception. 

The  prisoner's  countenance  expressed  patience 
and  good  will  towards  the  guards,  who  kept  close 
around  him,  with  their  bright  swords  glittering  in 
the  sun-beams,  or  silvered  by  the  light  of  the 
moon.  The  Duke  of  Almeida  kept  up  with  the 
guards,  and  conversed  with  Uberto  on  subjects 
most  likely  to  interest  the  prisoner,  whom  he 
loved  as  a  brother. 

It  was  late  in  the  evening  when  the  cavalcade 
left  Naples,  after  his  Eminence  had  well  be- 
sprinkled them  with  holy  water,  and  pronounced 
his  blessing  on  their  enterprise  in  good  Latin. 
They  travelled  all  night,  and  the  next  morning 
halted  at  a  small  village,  putting  up  at  the  best 
inn;  the'landlord  of  which  was  prepared  for  their 
reception. 

An  excellent  breakfast  of  chocolate,  eggs, 
bread,  cheese,  and  maccaroni  was  placed  on  a 
large  table,  for  the  accomodation  of  their  guests. 
There  were  also  several  smaller  tables  spread  on 


CLARA    GAZUL.  79 

the  lawn  before  the  house.  At  one  of  these  our 
merry  Cure  presided,  with  Dame  Cattarina  on 
his  right,  Father  Pietro  on  his  left  hand,  and 
Uberto  the  head-constable  at  the  bottom  of  the 
table. 

Dame  Cattarina  complained  bitterly  of  the  fa- 
tigue. Father  Pietro's  back- bone  as  she  protested, 
cut  her  across  the  stomach  like  a  knife,  yet  she 
was  afraid  to  let  go  her  hold  about  his  waist, 
while  the  good  Curate's  round  person  served  her 
for  a  pillow  comfortably  enough.  She  hoped  the 
sweet  Count  would  be  acquitted ;  bore  him  no 
ill  will,  wished  her  tongue  had  been  cut  out  of 
her  head,  before  she  had  been  led  to  relate  her 
adventures  to  one  of  the  Cardinal  Poco-puranti*s 
spies. 

**  Peace  good  Dame  Cattarina !  swallow  thy 
chocolate  in  quiet,  I  would  converse  with  our 
friend  Uberto,"  said  the  Curate — "  but  bark ! 
surely  I  hear  the  sound  of  music." 

*'  'Tis  a  guitar,"  observed  the  Dame. 

"  'Tis  a  lute,"  said  the  Curate. 
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Looking  towards  the  spot,  whence  the  sweet 
sounds  proceeded,  they  beheld  two  pretty  looking 
shepherd  boys  reclined  on  the  grass.  Their  dress 
and  appearance  were  somewhat  picturesque,  they 
were  mere  children,  yet  touched  the  lute  and 
guitar  in  a  masterly  style,  drawing  forth  the 
sweetest  melody. 

Observing  that  they  had  attracted  particular 
attention,  the  lads  retired  into  a  thick  wood,  and 
were  seen  no  more. 

"  Uberto,"  said  the  Curate,  whom  the  shep- 
herds music  had  interrupted — "  listen  to  me 
Uberto,  thou  art  a  kind  hearted  and  a  brave 
man." 

"  Nay  priest  no  flattery  I  pray  thee,"  he  re- 
plied. 

**  And  hast  thou  not  a  heart  then?" 

"  I  hope  so,"  said  Uberto. 

*'  Well  then,"  said  the  Curate,  "  lay  thy  hand 

upon  it  man,  and  answer  me. Believes't  thou 

that  the  Count  Alberto  has  told  truth  with  re- 
gard to  his  late  confessions." 
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**  Upon  my  soul  I  do,"  replied  the  constable, 
"  I  may  be  wrong,  we  are  all  liable  to  error,  and 
must  act  cautiously,  still  I  shall  keep  my  opinion, 
until  I  have  reason  to  alter  it" 

"  What  if  we  were  to  find  the  cavern  full  of 
banditti?"  *said  Father  Pietro  looking  cadaverous- 
ly pale. 

"Aye,  what  indeed!"  sighed  out  old  Dame 
Cattarina. 

"  Why  in  that  case  we  must  say  our  prayers," 
said  the  priest  gaily,  and  down  went  Father 
Pietro  on  his  knees,  and  without  more  ado,  began 
counting  his  beads. 

"  My  good  Uberto,"  said  the  Curate,  "  how 
have  you  the  heart  to  deprive  the  Count  of  the 
pleasure  of  conversing  perhaps,  for  the  last  time 
in  his  life  with  his  friend  the  Duke  of  Almeida?" 

"  Priest,  would  you  betray  a  trust  reposed  in 
you,"  enquired  the  constable. 

*•  Not  in  any  serious  matters — the  Holy  Virgin 
forbid  I  should,"  replied  the  Curate. 

"  Do  not  lose  your  time  priest,"  said  the  con- 
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stable,  "  for  I  shall  act  up  to  the  very  letter  of 
my  bounden  duty  with  regard  to  the  prisoner, 
under  my  especial  charge."  Uberto's  iron  coun- 
tenance, and  its  expression  of  firm  integrity  dis- 
heartened the  good-natured  priest. 

"  Poor   dear  noble  Count  Alberto,"*'    said  our 

Curate,  with  a  sigh "  I  would  I  might  pledge 

thee  in  a  bumper  of  wine." 

"That  shalt  thou  do,"  replied  Uberto,  "so 
follow  me,  and  I  will  lead  thee  towards  the 
Count." 

They  found  Alberto  seated  at  a  table ;  behind 
him  stood  four  of  his  guards.  "  Your  friend  the 
Curate  desires  to  pledge  you  in  a  goblet  of  wine," 
said  the  constable,  addressing  the  prisoner. 

"  Willingly,"  replied  the  Count,  and  they 
touched  glasses. 

**  Are  you  fatigued  Count  ?"  enquired  the  con- 
stable respectfully. 

"  Not  at  all,"  replied  Alberto,  "  I  like  to  feel 
myself  on  horseback,  and  could  perhaps  enjoy 
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existence  the  more,  because  I  expect  to  lose  my 
head." 

**  You  are  prepared  to  die  then  my  Lord, 
though  professing  yourself  innocent,"  said  Uber- 
to,  in  a  tone  of  real  interest. 

"  I  am  not  over  religious,  nor  do  I  altogether 
believe  in  the  wrath  and  vengeance  of  God,"   ob- 
served Alberto,    *'  and  yet  I  should  not  feel  n)y 
heart  so  light,  but  that  I  have  a  clear  conscience." 
"  Upon   my   soul  I  think   so,"     said   Uberto, 

"  and  yet" here  the  veteran  paused,  as  he 

fixed  his  eyes  with  a  melancholy  expression  of 
benevolence  on  the  face  of  the  handsome  Count, 

*'  And  yet  I  must  shortly  die  by  the  hands  of 
the  executioner,"  said  Alberto,  filling  up  the 
pause. 

At  this  moment  they  heard  sobs  close  behind 
them,  and  turning  hastily  round,  they  observed  a 
slight  agitation  in  the  rich  foliage,  but  could  per- 
ceive no  one. 

"  We  will  move  Heaven  and  Earth   first,"  ex- 
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claimed  the  Duke  of  Almeida,  who  now  joined 
them. 

'*  And  suppose  I  have  deceived  you,"  said  Al- 
berto. 

'*  I  will  not  suppose  it,  and  were  you  to  turn 
out  a  ruffian,  I  would  blow  my  brains  out  in  dis- 
gust at  human  nature,"  exclaimed  the  Duke. 
Some  more  of  Alberto's  friends  joined  them. 
"  Enough  of  this,"  said  Uberto,  **  we  must  now 
prepare  for  our  departure." 

On  enquiry,  all  was  found  to  be  in  readiness, 
and  the  horses  were  saddled  and  brought  out. 
The  cavalcade  journied  thus  for  eight  days,  halt- 
ing twice  or  thrice  each  day  and  night  for  rest 
and  refreshment. 

On  the  third  day's  journey  they  again  caught  a 
glimpse  of  the  pretty  shepherd  boys,  who  were 
evidently  travelling  the  same  road.  Their  faces 
were  shaded  by  large  straw  hats,  and  they  pur- 
posely avoided  a  rencontre  with  any  of  the  party. 
They  seemed  to  be  timid,  graceful  children;   it 
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therefore  excited  not  a  little  surprise  to  see  them 
travelling  thus  alone. 

On  the  fourth  day,  the  Duke  of  Almeida  came 
across  the  youths,  who  were  well   mounted  on 

two    small    but  strong  mules. "  Where  are 

you  travelling  to,  my  good  little  fellows  ?"  en- 
quired his  Grace.  The  boys  looked  confused, 
one  of  them  struck  up  a  lively  air  on  his  guitar, 
and  then  putting  spurs  to  his  mule,  kissed  his 
hand  gaily  to  the  Duke,  and  galloped  away. — 
"  Stay  you  little  rogues,  let  us  travel  together," 
said  the  Duke  hastily  joining  them. 

At  this  moment  a  man  and  woman  mounted 
on  two  strong  horses,  and  dressed  after  the 
fashion  of  the  Norman  peasantry,  came  trotting 
towards  them  with  eager  haste;  their  counte- 
nances were  pleasing,  particularly  the  woman's, 
who  appeared  scarcely  old  enough  to  be  the  pa- 
rent of  the  two  shepherd  boys. 

"  Ah  voici  Papa  qui  arrive,"  said  one  of  the 
lads,  turning  back  to  join  the  Normans  whom 
the  Duke  addressed  in  French.     "  Your  children 
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are  skillful  in  music  friends,  and  as  they  appear 
to  be  travelling  our  road,  I  was  anxious  for  their 
society,  and  felt  desirous  to  shew  them  any  little 
attention  in  my  power." 

"  We  thank  you  noble  Sir,"  said  the  elder  pa- 
rent, in  good  French,  "  but  we  are  well  acquaint- 
ed with  this  country,  and  prefer  travelling  alone." 

"What  if  you  were  to  be  attacked  by  ban- 
ditti?" said  the  Duke. 

"  *  Sufficient  for  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof,' 
we  who  are  poor  and  innocent,  fear  no  banditti," 
saying  which  the  peasant  spurred  his  beast,  and 
as  the  rest  followed  his  example,  after  nodding 
gaily  to  the  Duke,  he  suffered  them  to  depart, 
and  walked  his  horse  towards  his  companions. 
They  were  all  complaining  of  hunger,  and  of 
Uberto  their  commander-in-chief,  who  refused  to 
travel  two  leagues  out  of  the  direct  road  in  search 
of  good  fare,  for  the  direct  road  lay  through  a 
barren  country,  where  there  was  scarcely  an  inn 
to  be  found  good  or  bad. 

The  Duke  of  Almeida's  French   valet  joined 
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the  complaining  party,  having  resigned  his  seat 
in  his  Grace's  carriage,  for  the  benefit  of  Father 
Pietro  and  Dame  Cattarina. 

Presto  the  dog  must  have  his  potage,  he  pro- 
tested, or  he  would  not  live,  and  the  monkey  had 
nq  more  clean  shirts  or  collars,  and  must  halt  at 
some  respectable  town  to  get  them  washed,  for 
the  monkey  was  nothing  without  his  toilette. 
The  dispute  grew  warm,  and  all  the  grooms 
joined  in  grumbling  about  the  execrable  forage 
they  were  likely  to  get  for  the  noble  steeds  under 
their  care. 

*'  What  is  the  matter  with  you  all  ?"  bawled 
out  Uberto,  as  the  cavalcade  approached  the  pri- 
soner. 

"  Friend,"  said  the  Curate,  "  our  party  want 
rest  and  refreshment." 

"And  ye  shall  enjoy  both  please  God,  before 
midnight  tomorrow,"  said  Uberto. 

"  Midnight  tomorrow,"  exclaimed  a  young 
nobleman  of  the  party,  "  Why,  Mr.  Constable, 
what   do  you    mean  by  that?     We  ha\e  had  no- 
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thing  fit  to  eat  for  these  last  three  days ;  our  spi- 
rits flag,  the  old  woman  has  been  perforated  by 
Father  Pietro's  back  bone,  and  has  had  a  fit;  the 
monkey  is  ennuye,  till  he  looks  as  pale  as  a  ghost, 
and  we  have  just  swallowed  the  last  bottle  of 
of  wine  out  of  the  carriage." 

The  prisoner  now  cut  the  matter  short  by 
loudly  declaring,  that  since  the  whole  party  were 
unanimous  in  their  desires  to  rest  at  the  town  of 
*  *  *  for  the  night,  and  it  was  but  six  miles 
out  of  their  road,  their  wishes  should  be  complied 
with,  in  default  of  which,  he  should  positively 
decline  shewing  them  the  robbers  cave. 

"  I  see  there  is  no  remedy,  then,"  said  Uberto, 
evidently  not  regretting  the  prospect  of  rest,  and 
good  fare  for  himself  and  his  companions,  al- 
though he  still,  as  in  duty  bound,  argued  against 
this  delay.  "We  have  travelled  like  snails,  for  the 
accommodation  of  the  old  woman,"  said  Uberto, 
"  and  since  we  have  the  prospect  of  arriving  at 
one  of  the  finest    provincial    towns  in   Italy  by 
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midnight  tomorrow,  methought  you  might  have 
had  patience  gentlemen. 

"  Patience  is  out  of  the  question  with  such  a 
sun  as  this  over  our  heads,  hot  enough  to  fry  up 
an  elephant,'*  said  a  Russian  nobleman,  who  was 
in  a  high  fever,  and  wished  himself  at  St.  Peters- 
burgh. 

There  was  no  remedy ;  the  party  made  towards 
a  lane  which  was  to  lead  them  from  the  high  road 
to  the  town  of  *  *  *.  Three  of  the  Chasseurs, 
galloped  joyfully  onwards,  to  issue  their  master's 
commands  to  the  housekeepers,  to  prepare  their 
best  wine  and  fair. 

Passing  two  a  breast  down  the  lane,  our  party 
came  in  contact  with  a  Noble  Lady,  mounted  on  a 
milk  white  steed.  The  animal's  flowing  mane  of 
pearly  hue,  glittered  in  the  sun  ;  a  silver  net  was 
thrown  over  its  neck,  of  curious  workmanship. 

The  Lady's  long  robe  of  dark  green  satin  swept 
the  ground,  being  made  after  the  Austrian  fash- 
ion, and  richly  wrought  with  gold  ;  a  veil  of 
Brussels  lace,  fell  in  ample  folds  about  her  waist, 
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and  completely  concealed  her  features ;  she  seem- 
ed as  if  she  were  in  search  of  some  body. 

One  of  the  cavalcade  politely  addressed  her, 
and  enquired  if  she  had  lost  her  party  or  her  ser- 
vants ?  She  bowed  gracefully,  but  deigned  no 
reply,  suffering  them  to  pass  her  one  by  one. 

A  party  of  horsemen  armed  and  mounted  upon 
swift  coursers,  came  galloping  towards  the  Lady, 
as  soon  as  she  had  reached  the  extremity  of  the 
lane.  She  addressed  them  in  a  tone  of  rebuke, 
and  in  a  language  our  party  did  not  under- 
stand. 

They  listened  to  her  with  reverence.  She 
pointed  to  the  prisoner,  as  they  approached, 
when,  with  the  quickness  of  thought,  every  man 
who  formed  Alberto's  body  guard,  had  a  horse- 
man on  each  side  of  him,  who  held  a  loaded  pis- 
tol to  his  right  and  left  ear. 

"  Stir  but  one  inch,  or  move  but  thy  fingers, 
and  thou  diest  all," — said  the  lady  in  a  command- 
ing voice,  and  in  broken  Italian. 

Her  guard  was  at   least  forty  in  number,  tall. 
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well  mounted,  and  evidently  well  armed.  The 
thirteen  body  guard  of  our  prisoner,  had  nothing 
better  to  do,   than  stand  stock  still. 

The  lady  retired  with   xAlberto  into  the  thick- 
est part  of  the  wood. 
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CHAP.  XXXVIIL 


WHICH  IS  VERY  LIVELY. 


•*  Par  exemple! !' — muttered  the  French  valet, 
lifting  up  his  hands,  while  his  master  burst  into 
a  oud  laugh. 

'*  I  have  known  this  man  for  more  than  ten 
years,''  said  his  Grace,  alluding  to  Alberto,  "  and 
by  Heavens,  I  have  never  been  in  his  society 
three  days  without  seeing  him  way  laid  or  ra- 
vished, hunted  down,  or  forcibly  taken  away  by 
some  lady  or  another,  but  more  frequently  by  se- 
veral at  a  time. 

The  laugh  now  became  general,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  Father  Pietro,  who  had  never  laughed 
since  he  was  born ;   and  Baron  Van  Outshorn,  a 
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Dutchman  ot  the  party  who  was  ludicrously  mat- 
ter of  fact  on  this  and  every  other  occasion. 

"  Mine  good  Got.  this  is  a  very  puzzUng  affair," 
said  he,  adding,  "  if  I  thought  it  was  an  intrigue, 
I  would  go  home  directly,  for  I  question  if  I  am 
bound  to  wait  here  in  the  sun,  perched  on  my 
horse,  with  an  empty  stomach  pendant  que  Mon- 
sieur ie  Comte  se  d^lasse  au  frais. 

The  Dutchman's  serious  face,  increased  the 
mirth  of  his  companions,  and  the  Curate  was  in 
ecstasies  at  the  turn,  things  had  taken.  En  ve- 
rite  Taventure  est  on  ne  peut  plus  romanesque,"* 
said  a  gay  old  Marquis  of  the  party,  taking  a 
pinch  of  snuff. 

"Mais  resterons-nous  ici  toute  la  sainte  jour- 
nfee?**t  enquired  the  Dutchman,  pulling  out  his 
cigar  case.  Their  attention  was  now  attracted  by 
the  approach  of  a  little  old  gipsey  woman,  lean- 
ing on  a  stick,  who  looked  as  if  she  was  an  hun- 


*  in  truth  tlie  adventure  is  most  romantic. 

f  But  arc  wc  to  sla^-  here  the  whole  blcs-scd  day. 
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died  years  old,  but  although  bent  nearly  double, 
and  her  face  covered  with  a  thousand  wrinkles, 
she  appeared  lively  and  energetic,  as  she  came 
stumping  briskly  towards  the  cavalcade. 

She  was  wrapped  up  in  a  sort  of  sarree,  such 
as  is  worn  by  the  native  women  of  India;  which 
said  sarree  was  of  curious  striped  black  and  yel- 
low cloth,  that  looked  as  ancient  as  the  wearer. 
Unlike  either  the  Parsees  or  Moslemanees,  who 
wear  no  stockings,  her  legs  were  covered  with 
scarlet  hose,  and  her  feet  were  adorned  with 
curious  sandals,  composed  of  embroidered  cloth, 
which  turned  up  from  the  toes  in  a  point. 

Her  hair  was  rolled  smoothly  back  from  her 
forehead,  over  a  high  cushion  which  measured 
twice  the  length  of  her  little  face. 

She  had  a  hump  on  her  back,  on  which  hung 
a  sort  of  cloak  made  of  cat*s  skins. 

She  wore  a  broad  belt,  on  which  was  wrought 
in  a  rude  uncouth  manner,  the  signs  of  the  zodiac. 

The  sybil  having  approached  near  to  the  Duke 
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of  Almeida,  tapped  him  smartly  on  the  shoulder 
with  her  ivory  headed  stick. 

"  Go  seek  the  Count  Alberto,  who  is  in  yonder 
i?ood,"  said  she,  in  a  commanding  voice,  "  and 
iell  him  I  must  communicate  with  him  forthwith." 

"  Another  fair  wooer,  by  Heavens,"  exclaim- 
ed his  Grace  of  Almeida.  "  Mais  il  est  unique 
ce  monsieur  la,  avec  ses  maitresses*,"  said  Al- 
meida's French  valet. 

"  Tous  les  gouts  sont  respectablesf,"  observed 
the  old  French  Marquis,  with  a  philosophic  shrug 
of  the  shoulders. 

After  a  full  and  curious  examination  of  the 
sybil  through  his  glass,  "  Mais  cela  ne  se  peut 
pas,:{:"  said  the  Dutchman,  very  seriously* 

*•  Si  fait !  ou  se  forme  a  tout,  dans  les  voy- 
ages,§"  observed  the  young  Russian,  taking  liber- 

*  What  a  very  extraordinary  man  tliis  is  with  all  his  women. 

t  Every  taste  has  it's  merit. 

X  But  that  can't  be. 

$  Oh  !  dear  yes!    One  puts  up  with  any  thin^  travelling. 
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ties  with  the  little  sybil,  which  set  them  all  in 
a  roar  of  laughter. 

The  wrinkled  figure  now  struck  her  stick  on 
the  earth  furiously,  for  several  minutes. 

"  Peace  !  ye  Babylonians !  ye  profane  rioters ! 
cease  your  ribaldry  ;  or  by  the  powers  of  sorcery, 
I'll  transform  you  all  into  grass- hoppers,  and  shut 
you  up  in  a  pomegranate." 

"  L'aimable  petit  farqeuse!!"  exclaimed  the 
French  Marquis,  laughing  heartily. 

*'  But  she  can't  do  it,"  said  the  Dutchman 
gravely,  amidst  the  roars  of  merriment  that  re- 
sounded from  the  whole  party  at  once. 

All  this  while  Alberto's  poor  guards  cut  a  dis- 
mal figure,  with  a  pistol  ready  cocked  at  each  of 
their  ears;  and  just  as  the  Duke  was  about  to 
hold  a  consultation  with  his  companions  as  to 
what  line  of  conduct  it  would  be  most  prudent  to 
adopt,  they  perceived  Alberto  coming  out  of  the 
wood,  accompanied  by  his  noble  looking  com- 
panion, who  appeared  to  be  in  earnest  conversa- 
tion with  him,  and   by  her  attitude  and  clasped 
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hands,   seemed  to    be  pressing  for   some   boon, 
which  the  Count  was  not  disposed  to  grant. 

On  joining  the  cavalcade,  the  Lady,  addressing 
herself  to  the  Duke  of  Almeida,  pathetically  ap- 
pealed to  the  whole  party,  and  implored  them  to 
use  their  influence  with  Alberto  to  induce  him  to 
make  his  escape  from  the  hands  of  justice,  now 
that  it  was  for  the  last  time  in  his  power. 

"  The  malice  of  the  Cardinal  Poco-puranti,"  con- 
tinued the  Lady,  *'  will  be  found  proof  against  the 
innocence  of  the  noble  Count,  and  in  the  flower  of 
of  his  age  he  will  fall  a  victim  to  private  re- 
venge." Much  more  did  the  Lady  say  on  the 
subject,  and  most  eloquently  did  she  urge  the  ne- 
cessity of  the  Count's  flight. 

The  Duke  was  about  to  reply,  when  he  was 
interrupted  by  the  old  gipsy,  who  in  a  loud  shrill 
voice,  addressed  the  Lady  as  follows  : 

"  Shame  !  Shame  !  on  the  littleness  of  soul,  that 

can  prefer  life  to    honour  ! — Is  it  thus  you  would 

secure  the  aff'ections  of  Alberto?     And  must  he 

crouch  in  humble  banishment  from  all  the  courts 
Vol.  III.  o 
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of  Europe,  where  lie  is  prized  for  his  virtue  and 
talents? — sneaking  into  bye-lanes  and  secret  dens, 
for  liberty  to  breathe  the  vital  air— dragging  out  a 
protracted  disgraced  existence,  branded  with  in- 
famy?— Shall  Alberto  meanly  consent  to  this? 
and  all  to  satisfy  the  selfish  and  adulterous 
passions  of  a  false  Princess? — Shame  !  Shame  on 
you  that  would  degrade  the  character  of  the  no- 
ble Count,  whose  beauty,  which  surpasses  that  of 
all  other  mortals,  weighs  but  as  dust  in  the  scale, 
with  his  brilliant  talents  and  great  virtues." 

'*  And  must  he  die  then  ?"  said  the  Lady,  in  a 
trembling  voice  of  deep  agitation. 

"  And  must  we  not  all  die,"  retorted  the  sybil 
with  asperity,  *' and  what  matter  whether  it  be 
now  or  later,  since  the  soul  of  the  virtuous  man 
shall  live  and  rejoice,  that  it  is  permitted  to  cast 
olf  the  dross  of  humanity,  with  the  sorrows  to 
which  flesh  is  heir  ?" 

The  noble  Lady  now  sobbed  audibly,  while  with 
her  laced  kerchief,  she  concealed  her  features. 

Alberto  rode  up  to  her  side,  and  respectfully 
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pressed  his  lips  on  her  hands—**  Lady,  noble 
Lady,"  said  he,  "  it  may  not,  it  cannot  be,  relieve 
my  guard,  I  humbly  intreat  you,  my  lite  is  in  the 
hands  of  God.  True,  I  can  scarcely,  with  twelve 
armed  men  by  my  side,  be  said  to  be  on  my  pa- 
role, yet,  what  would  be  twelve  men,  but  that  my 
noble  friends  have  implied,  in  the  presence  of  the 
court  at  Naples,  that  they  accompanied  me  on 
their  parole,  not  to  interfere  with  my  imprison- 
ment ?  And  were  it  otherwise,  ought  I  not  to 
scorn  a  life  of  disgrace  ?  True,  I  have  laughed 
at  idle  suspicions  that  were  incurred  by  me  in 
the  cause  of  humanity,  but  I  will  never  wilfully 
and  wantonly  deserve  to  be  suspected  of  crime.'* 

The  Princess  raised  her  eyes  to  Heaven  with 
resignation,  and  then  made  signs  to  her  attendants 
to  set  A  lberto*s  guard  at  liberty. 

This  done,  they  were  about  to  surround  their 
prisoner,  but  were  prevented  by  the  Constable 
Uberto,  who  addressed  the  Count  as  follows: 

**  Count,  after  what  I  have  been  an  eye  witness 
to,  I  can  no   longer  feel   it  my  duty   to   see   you 
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guarded  like  a  common  thief — I  take  all  the  con* 
sequences  on  myself,  and,  provided  you  will,  in 
the  presence  of  the  Uuke  of  Almeida  and  these 
gentlemen  declare,  that  you  consider  yourself  on 
your  parole,  travelling  with  me,  your  guard 
shall  not  interfere,  and  you  shall  be  free  to  con- 
verse with  your  friends. 

The  Count  cheerfully  made  the  promise  re- 
quired, thanking  Uberto  for  the  confidence  he 
thus  placed  in  his  honor. 

The  veiled  Lady  having  beckoned  Alberto 
aside,  now  took  a  hasty  leave  of  him. 

VV^hile  they  were  tenderly  embracing,  the  little 
old  gipsy  was  joined  by  several  more  of  her  tribe 
male  and  female,  whom  she  reluctantly  accom- 
panied into  the  wood,  after  bestowing  her  bles- 
sing on  Alberto,  in  the  following  terms: — '*  May 
sweet  angels  liover  around  you,  and  guard  you 
sleeping  and  waking,  and  may  thy  wedded  part- 
ner strew  thy  path  with  roses  ; — love,  worship, 
adore,  and  deserve  all  thy  tenderness,  making  thy 
home   an   earthly   puadise;    may   thy  union   be 
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eternal,  and  after  a  long  and  virtuous  life,  maj  ye 
sleep  in  the  same  grave  and  awake  in  Heaven." 

The  sybils  voice  was  tremulous  and  as  she 
concluded  her  blessing,  she  sank  exhausted  into 
the  arms  of  one  of  the  gipsies,  who  might  be  her 
daughter  or  grand-daughter.  The  motley  group, 
among  which  was  a  jack-ass  laden  with  baskets, 
kitchen  utensils,  &c.  then  departed  and  bent  their 
steps  towards  the  thickest  part  of  the  wood. 

The  cavalcade  now  pursued  their  route  to- 
wards the  town  of  *  *  *  *  where  they  had  pre- 
viously determined  to  dine  and  sleep,  and  they 
were  in  the  highest  possible  spirits  at  the  near 
prospect  of  good  cheer,  added  to  the  joy  they  all 
experienced  at  having  Alberto  once  more  among 
them. 

Such  was  the  general  hilarity  of  the  whole 
party,  that  its  influence  was  felt  not  only  by  the 
old  Dame  Cattarina,  but  by  Father  Pietro  him- 
self, who  with  something  bordering  on  a  smile, 
declared   that    he   should   enjoy   his  dinner   the 
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more  for  the  mirth  and   happiness  which  shone 
forth  in  so  many  merry  faces. 

It  was  a  delicious  afternoon,  the  sultry  air  be- 
ing refreshed  by  gentle  breezes,  and  as  they  drew 
near  to  the  town,  where  they  expected  to  find 
their  avant-couriers,  their  ears  were  assailed  with 
the  sound  of  many  musical  instruments,  which 
seemed  to  proceed  from  a  noble  and  ancient  look- 
ing castle  that  was  situated  on  the  brow  of  a 
hill,  immediately  before  them. 

In  another  instant  they  beheld  coming  towards 
them,  an  elderly  lady  and  gentleman  richly 
dressed,  accompanied  by  their  chasseurs,  also  se- 
veral servants  in  gorgeous  liveries 

"  Noble  Duke  of  Almeida,"  said  the  gentle- 
man, in  a  loud  voice  addressing  his  Grace, 
**  Learning  from  one  of  your  domestics,  that  your 
large  party  were  about  to  pass  a  night  in  our 
neighbourhood,  we  have  presumed  to  hope  that 
you  would  honor  us  with  your  company  on  this 
joyful  occasion  of  our  daughter's  marriage,  with 
the  grand  Duke  of  *  *  *.     Our  castle  is  large. 
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already  are  your  apartments  prepared,  and 
though  you  must  be  a  Httle  crowded  together, 
as  to  your  niglit  quarters,  owing  to  the  large 
party  already  assembled,  yet  I  assure  you  that 
you  will  be  infinitely  better  off  here  than  you 
could  possibly  have  been  at  the  small  inn." 

The  Duke  of  Almeida,  in  the  name  of  the 
whole  party,  accepted  the  invitation  with  plea- 
sure, offering  polite  apologies  for  the  intrusion  of 
so  many  persons  into  their  hospitable  mansion. 

The  owner  whom  the  Duke  had  occasionally 
met  in  society,  was  a  Spanish  merchant,  whose 
name  was  Don  Antonio,  possessed  of  immense 
riches  and  also  much  influence  with  the  govern- 
ment of  Naples,  which  influence  he  had  long 
been  desirous  of  strengthening  and  indeed  increas- 
ing by  the  marriage  of  his  dafighter  Camilla, 
with  the  grand  Duke  of  *  *  *. 

But  although  the  grand  Duke  loved  and  ad- 
mired the  beautiful  Camilla,  pride  of  birth  had 
caused  him  to  hesitate  so  long,  that  the  good 
merchant  who  was  of  low  origin,  had  at  length 
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thought  it  prudent  to  decline  receiving  the  visits 
of  the  grand  Duke,  unless  he  should  make  up  his 
mind,  which  after  struggling  three  months  with 
his  ardent  passion,  he  had  done.  In  a  fit  of  jea- 
lousy at  the  admiration  Camilla  excited  wherever 
she  went,  he  had  at  length  proposed  to  her,  to 
the  great  joy  of  every  one  but  herself,  who  hated 
the  proud  Duke  above  all,  for  his  hesitation,  and 
general  lofty  demeanor. 

There  was  also  a  great  disparity  in  the  ages 
of  the  bride  and  bridegroom.  The  former  hav- 
ing but  just  entered  her  seventeenth  year,  while 
the  grand  Duke  was  turned  of  fifty.  But  alas ! 
poor  Camilla  accustomed  to  blind  obedience, 
never  dream*t  of  disputing  her  parents  most  arbi- 
trary commands.  Her  doom  was  now  fixed,  and 
the  ceremony  #as  to  take  place  at  midnight.  In 
the  meantime  the  most  virtuous  among  the  sur- 
rounding peasantry,  was  to  be  united  to  the  man 
of  her  heart  in  the  private  chapel  at  noon,  when 
the  lovely  Camilla  was  to  crown  the  young  bride 
with  a  chaplet  of  roses. 
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But  where  is  our  cavalcade  ?  They  have  entered 
the  court.  All  is  bustle,  magnificence,  and 
merry  confusion — the  horses  are  conveyed  to 
noble  stables,  and  each  groom  is  at  his  work,  as- 
sisted by  the  numerous  servants  of  the  castle. 
The  noblemen  as  well  as  our  Curate,  and  Father 
Pietro  are  one  and  all  presented  to  the  brides 
elect  and  permitted  to  touch  their  blushing  cheeks, 
with  their  rude  lips,  a  ceremony  which  Father 
Pietro  declined  with  solemn  gravity. 

The  tables  were  prepared,  and  covers  laid  on 
the  lawn  for  about  sixty  of  the  superior  peasan- 
try, at  which  table  the  young  peasant,  the 
pretty  and  virtuous  Lucinda  was  to  preside,  with 
her  parents,  one,  on  each  side  of  her.  She 
was  scarcely  sixteen,  a  little  merry  brunette,  with 
bright  eyes,  pouting  lips  of  coral,  dark  locks  in 
profusion,  and  teeth  like  ivory,  a  full  bosom, 
taper  waist,  and  a  little  transparent  nose  that  was 
very  pretty,  although  it  was  neither  Greek  nor 
Roman,  but  somewhat  retrouss^. 

Tables  for  more  than  two  hundred  of  the  sur- 
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rounding  crentry,  friends,  relatives,  &c.  were 
spread  in  a  temporary  sort  of  building  before  the 
house,  which  was  an  enclosure  formed  by  a 
veranda  or  lattice  work,  to  which  clung  honey- 
suckles, and  every  variegated  winding  flower  in 
vast  profusion. 

It  was  shaded  with  white  silver  linen  draperies, 
of  the  most  delicate  texture,  which  glittered  in 
the  retiring  rays  of  the  sun.  The  rarest  exotics 
adorned  the  interior  of  this  charming  retreat, 
placed  in  rich  vases  of  inestimable  value  and  of 
immense  size. 

In  various  n itches  stood  the  statues  of  many 
Bacchanalians  dancing,  drinking,  and  carousing ; 
all  the  exquisite  productions  of  the  first  Italian 
masters; — amongst  which  as  particularly  good, 
was  to  be  remarked  Proserpine,  with  her  horn  of 
plenty,  pointing  towards  the  banquet. 

Twelve  lovely  children  dressed  like  Ganymedes 
in  fairy  draperies  of  snowy  white,  crowned  with 
myrtles  and  roses,  hovered  among  the  gay  throng 
presentino   their  beautiful  baskets  of  golden  wire, 
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filled  with  delicious  Iruiis,  sweeimeats,  &c.,  and 
as  mauy  blooming  boys  represented  the  little  rosy 
god  Bacchus,  carrying  small  barrels  of  delicate 
wines,  hung  around  with  garlands  of  flouers, 
silver  goblets,  and  small  bells. 

Fifty  cooks  in  their  clean  caps  and  aprons, 
were  gaily  preparing  the  repast  in  the  spacious 
kitchen.  Un  the  outside  of  the  lawn,  an  ox  was 
roasting,  and  in  an  immense  copper  boiler  were 
stewing  chickens,  ducks,  turkeys,  capons,  and 
many  other  good  things. 

Around  this  cauldron,  danced  and  grinned  a 
group  of  merry  gipsies,  amongst  whom  our  party 
recognised  the  old  sybil  gipsy  whose  eloquence 
had  made  a  Princess  weep. 

And  here  stood  Alberto's  poor  trembling 
guards,  who  had  scarcely  recovered  the  nervous 
trepidation,  which  the  pistols  of  the  veiled  Lady's 
troop  had  left  upon  them  all. 

"  My  worthy  friend,"  said  Uberto,  tapping  the 
turnspit  on  the  shoulder,  **  we  are  half  famished, 
and  the  savorv  udour  that  issues  from  your  caul- 


108  CLAKA    GAZUL. 

dron  is  so  inviting  that  I  would  make  bold  to  ask 
for  a  mouthful,  for  myself  and  men." 

**  Thou  art  all  welcome  my  friends,"  said  the 
steward,  who  was  on  the  spot — "  the  Holy  Vir- 
gin forbid  that  any  one  around  us  should  hunger 

on  such  a  day  as  this Hollo! Gaffer! 

Pedro! quick   some   knives  and  forks! — and 

spread  a  table  under  that  tree,  for  the  strangers!" 

*'  And  now  my  friends  help  thyselves  to  what 
ye  like  out  of  that  boiler,  while  the  ox  and 
sheep  are  roasting." 

In  a  trice,  a  fat  turkey  smoaked  on  the  board, 
flanked  by  half  a  dozen  rabbits,  a  hare,  a  capon, 
and  a  dish  of  maccaroni,  to  which  our  guards 
prepared  to  do  honor. 

The  old  steward,  having  seen  a  tankard  of  old 
Spanish  wine  placed  before  them,  and  desired 
them  to  drink  to  the  health  of  the  bride  and 
bridegroom,  retired. 

The  picturesque  costumes  of  the  peasantry, 
their  merry  dance,  the  sound  of  their  flutes  and 
tabors,   the  gay  ringing  of  bells,  the  twanging  of 
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guitars,    and   roars    of  laughter     resounded   tor 
miles  around. 

But  let  us  return  to  our  gentry.  The  noble- 
men of  Alberto's  party  had  all  provided  them- 
selves with  evening  toilette.  Their  portmanteaus 
were  conveyed  in  a  small  light  waggon,  which 
followed  the  cavalcade,  and  having  obtained  per- 
mission to  retire  to  the  sleeping  rooms  that  were 
prepared  for  them,  they  soon  made  their  appea- 
rance equipped  in  a  style  becoming  the  occasion. 

Alberto,  on  leaving  his  dressing-room  by  some 
mistake,  had  turned  into  the  wrong  gallery,  and 
descending  the  wrong  flight  of  stairs,  found  him- 
self in  a  very  confined  narrow  passage.  Gently 
opening  a  door  to  the  left,  he  was  startled  to  see 
the  young  Lucinda,  who  was  equipping  herself 
in  her  wedding  dress  before  a  large  glass,  which 
reflected  her  pretty  features  clearly  to  Alberto. 

He  was  about  to  apologize  and  hastily  close 
the  door  he  had  inadvertently  opened,  but  sud- 
denly  exclaimed — '*  Surely   I    know    those    fea- 
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tures, — Lucinda, — am  I  right? — Have  you  for- 
gotten me  ?" 

Fixing  her  eyes  on  the  Count's  features,  she  ut- 
tered a  scream  of  joy  and  flew  into  his  arms, 
just  as  the  Duke  of  Almeida,  whose  room  was  in 
that  very  gallery,  happened  to  pass  the  door  in 
his  way  down  stairs. 

*'What!  another!"  exclaimed  his  Grace,  al- 
most peevishly,  for  tired  of  laughing  at  his 
friend's  conquests,  he  was  at  that  moment  envi- 
ous of  their  eternal  repetition,  and  quite  in  the 
humour  to  play  his  part  in  the  like  manner. 

Lucinda  having  hastily  closed  the  door,  his 
Grace  standing  sentinel  on  the  outside,  overheard 
the  following  dialogue: 

Alberto. — '*  Dear  little  Lucinda,  why  should 
you  be  alarmed  ?     How  is  your  aged  parent?" 

Lucinda. — "  Oh!  noble  Count,  I  shall  never 
forget  that  you  saved  his  life  at  the  risk  of  your 
own,  and  brouglit  him  safely  out  of  the  flames 
when   our  cottage    was   burnt   to  ashes.      You 
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were  then  passing  through  our  little  village  with 
some  friends. 

Alberto. — **True  pretty  Lucinda,  I  remem- 
ber all,  and  with  shame  that  I  availed  myself  of 
your  gratitude. — I  ought  to  have  resisted." 

Lucinda. — *'  Oh  no!  no!  the  crime  was  all 
mine,  noble  Alberto,  and  yet  I  cannot  repent  of 
it  Even  on  my  wedding  day,  about  to  be  uni- 
ted to  the  man  I  esteem,  I  still  remember  that  mo- 
ment, as  the  brightest  and  the  happiest  of  my  life. 

'*  I  was  hastening  home  from  the  vineyard  and 
had  approached  our  dwelling,  when.  Oh !  Heavens! 
what  were  my  sensations  on  seeing  it  in  flames! — 
I  believed  my  old  father  to  be  burning  in  tortures, 
for  infirm  as  he  was,  how  could  he  escape?  I  en- 
deavoured to  approach  the  fire — my  brain  ran 
round.  I  was  sinking  amidst  flames  that  would 
have  consumed  me,  when,  I  beheld  a  bright  an- 
gel's face, — his  body  enveloped  in  smoke  and 
fire. 

**  In  another  instant  he  had  sprang  from  the  di- 
lapidated  roof  and   with  my  aged  parent   in    his 
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arms  escaped  in  safety.  It  was  you  noble  Count ! 
— you  placed  my  father  on  the  grass,  1  tried  to 
join  you,  but  was  unable  ;  you  heard  my  groans 
and  approached  me. 

"  How  patiently  did  you  endure  the  pain  of  your 
scorched  limbs! — How  good,  how  benevolently 
did  you  exert  yourself  for  our  comfort.  You 
bought  the  lease  of  our  present  cottage  for  us 
the  next  morning,  and  your  goodness  had  provid- 
ed for  all  our  wants,  before  you  took  your  leave. 

"  *  Follow  him  child,  go  after  him,  Lucinda,' 
said  my  poor  dear  father  as  you  quitted  us, 
"  Thank  that  noble  stranger,  again  and  again,  on 
your  knees  for  his  goodness." 

**  I  was  a  monster,"  said  Alberto,  in  much- 
agitation. 

•*  Say  not  so,  noble  Count,  I  cannot,  will  not 
hear  you  do  yourself  such  wrong — a  young  girl 
overtook  you  in  a  retired  grove — she  was  a  stran- 
ger to  you,  and  when  she  fell  on  your  bosom, 
pressed  her  lips  to  yours,  called  you  her  angel  and 
saviour,  you  did  not  turn  from  her  in  disgust,  or 
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refuse  to  fold  her  tenderly  in  your  arms.  This 
was  your  crime,  the  rest  was  surely  in  the  course 
of  nature.  Do  not  despise  me  beautiful,  noble 
Count  Alberto  that  I  cannot  for  the  soul  of  me 
repent  me  of  that  single  crime,  the  first  and  last 
I  will  ever  commit. 

*'  The  first  I  do  in  my  heart  believe,  but  not  the 
last  pretty  Lucinda,"  said  Alberto,  the  noise  of  a 
bolt  drawing  sounded  on  my  ears  and      *     *      * 

*  *        *        *  HONI  SOIT    QUI    MAL  Y  PENSE. 

His  Grace  of  Almeida  being  sick  with  envy 
descended  the  stairs  to  join  the  gay  party  in  the 
saloon. 

"  I  have  often  enquired  after  you,"  said  the 
Count  to  Lucinda,  after  a  long  pause — '*  and,"  Al- 
berto continued,  "  I  rejoiced  to  learn  that  you  were 
well  and  contented.  When  I  heard  this  morning 
that  the  fair  Camilla  was  to  crown  the  most  vir- 
tuous girl  of  the  village,  I  little  thought  that  you 
were  the  vestal  in  question,  nor  did  I  recognize 
you,  during  our  ceremonious  introduction  to  the 

bride  and  bride-groom.     And  now   farewell  my 
Vol.  III.  Q 
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child,  come  what  may,  remember  you  and  your 
parent  have  a  friend  in  me,  while  I  exist."  And 
so  with  fifty  affectionate  tender  kisses  they  par- 
ted, to  meet  no  more  on  earth. 
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CHAP.  XXXIX. 


ALBERTO  IS  INCORRIGIBLE. 


Alberto  had  scarcely  descended  the  stairs, 
when  the  two  young  bridesmaids  tapped  at  Lucin- 
da's  door.  *'  The  chapel  is  prepared,  the  tapers 
are  lighted,  the  company  assembled,  and  Father 
Austin  waits  to  perform  the  ceremony.  Haste  ! 
haste  then  Lucinda!-the  bridegroom  is  here," 
exclaimed  the  two  maidens  at  once,  who  were 
immediately  admitted. 

** Merciful  powers  how  you  blush!  how  you 
tremble  Lucinda,"  said  they,  as  they  assisted  her 
to  lace  up  her  white  satin  bodice.  The  bride's 
pretty  toilette  was  soon  completed,  when  they  all 
three  tripped  down  stairs. 
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They  found  Lucinda*s  parents  and  the  bride- 
groom awaiting  them,  in  their  best  holiday  suits. 
The  chapel  was  crowded,  the  cheek  of  the  con- 
science stricken  bride  was  overspread  with  glow- 
ing blushes,  and  her  voice  trembled.  This  tre- 
mulous agitation  was  considered  proof  positive  of 
her  virtue  and  great  modesty,  and  above  all  they 
admired  her  sensitive  purity,  when  accidentally 
raising  her  eyes,  and  observing  Alberto,  her  very 
throat,  arms,  and  neck  were  crimsoned  with  mai- 
den delicacy. 

"Hail  wedded  pair!    hail  happy  happy  fair!" 

Camilla  bent  gracefully  towards  the  maiden, 
who  knelt  to  receive  the  crown  of  roses,  which 
she  placed  on  her  head; — and  now  all  the  com- 
pany were  permitted  to  embrace  the  bride. 

Alberto,  like  the  rest,  enjoyed  the  privilege 
of  pressing  his  lips  on  the  polished  forehead  of 
the  pretty  brunette.  There  was  a  wicked  devil 
in  his  eye,  which  nobody  but  the  Duke  of  Al- 
meida could  properly  understand. 

It  was  the  peasant's  dinner  hour,  and  while  the 
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su-perior  tenantry  regaled  themselves  at  the  ta- 
ble, with  the  bride  Lucinda,  and  bride-groom, 
the  ox  and  sheep  were  devoured  on  the  green, 
amidst  music,  bon-fires,  rockets,  and  rejoicings. 

Dame  Cattarina,  having  been  presented  with  a 
rich  lutestring  dress  by  the  Lady  Camilla,  was 
invited  to  a  seat  at  the  second  table,  next  to  the 
worthy  parents  of  Lucinda. 

The  noble  guests  mixed  gaily  among  the  pea- 
santry, chatting,  with  them,  tasting  their  wine,  &c. 
Their  repast  over,  our  nobles  joined  in  the  merry 
dance,  when  Alberto,  and  his  friend  the  Duke, 
made  sad  havoc  in  the  hearts  of  all  the  women, 
with  whom  they  conversed  with  charming  affa- 
bility, until  the  loud  peal  of  the  castle  bell  sum- 
moned Don  Antonio's  guests,  to  the  princely 
banquet,  th^t  was  prepared  for  them. 

How,  did  our  curate's  eyes  sparkle  and  twinkle 
as  he  glanced,  en  passant  at  the  delicious  viands 
and  sparkling  wines  ! !  How  gaily  did  he  smirk 
and  bow,  and  nod  and  smile,  like  a  true  priest, 
who  should  be  in  "  charity  with  all  men." 
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Although  a  village  curate,  he  felt  perfectly. at 
his  ease  in  this  assembly,  for  he  was  a  wit  and  a 
wag  to  boot,  who  cared  for  nobody. 

Not  so,  Father  Pietro,  who  stuck  to  the  Curate 
like  a  leech,  trembling  from  head  to  feet — "  What 
if  it  had  been  a  Friday,"  whispered  Pietro 
in  the  Curate's  ear,  licking  his  lips  and  drawing 
in  his  breath  with  delight,  as  soon  as  he  was 
seated. 

"  Is  there  no  lady  at  table  who  will  take  charge 
of  the  Father  Pietro,  for  he  haunts  me  like  my 
shadow  ?"  said  the  Curate,  addressing  himself  es- 
pecially to  an  old  Dutchess  on  his  left. 

*'Come  here  Father  Pietro,"  said  her  Grace, 
**  accept  this  seat  between  my  daughter  and  my- 
self, we  will  take  care  of  you." 

"  I  am  timid  in  ladies  society,"  the  priest  re- 
plied. 

"  Where  is  thy  gallantry  Father  ?"  siaid  the 
Curate. 

"It  is  not  my  calling  friend,"  replied  Pietro, 
adding,  '*  we  priests  have  renounced  gallantry." 
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"  In  truth  friend,"  said  Alberto,  "thy  patron 
the  Cardinal  Poco-puranti  hath  it  for  ye  both  ; 
that  prelate's  honeyed  tongue  would  have  sub- 
dued Lucretia  herself.  Badinage  apart,"  conti- 
nued Alberto,  '*your  friend  the  Cardinal  is  a  po- 
lished man,  only  he  happens  to  be  too  mani^re 
for  my  taste." 

"The  unbeliever's  taste  and  judgment  are  ever 
at  fault,"  said  Pietro,  in  a  harsh  dictatorial  tone.  * 
"  Make  him  tipsy,"  whispered  Alberto  in  the 
Curate's  ear,  who  answered  with  a  sly  wink. 

The  bride's  dress  of  Brussels  lace,  over  rich  white 
satin,  adorned  with  a  profusion  of  curious  pearls 
set  off  her  beauty  to  the  greatest  possible  advan- 
tage: her  cheek  was  pale  as  a  lilly,  and  her  soft 
blue  eyes  languid ;  she  had  evidently  been  weep- 
ing. The  grand  Duke  watched  her  with  jealous 
anxiety,  particularly  when  she  glanced  towards 
the  Count  Alberto,  whose  extraordinary  beauty 
was  apt  to  strike  a  panic  in  the  breasts  of  hus- 
bands in  general. 

Their  host,   Don  Antonio  had  never  been  so 


120  CLARA  GAZUL. 

happy  in  his  life,  and  no  wonder,  since  his  most 
romantic  dreams  of  ambition  were  that  very 
evening  to  be  realized.  How  then  could  he 
spare  time  to  watch  the  faded  cheek,  or  listen  to 
the  melancholy  sigh  that  often  escaped  from  the 
lips  of  his  lovely  and  only  daughter. 

The  dinner  went  off  as  most  wedding  festivals 
do.  Many  witticisms  and  jokes  were  passed  on  the 
bride  and  bride-groom,  many  healths  were  drank, 
roars  of  laughter  resounded  from  all  corners,  and 
more  wine  was  swallowed  than  would  have  been 
drank  on  any  other  occasion,  although  no  one 
was  absolutely  intoxicated,  except  Father  Pietro. 

How  the  Curate  managed  it,  is  difficult  to 
guess,  for  the  priest  was  sobriety  personified, 
from  the  hour  of  his  birth,  up  to  that  blessed 
moment,  when  he  lay  extended  on  a  canap^  in 
swinish  sleep; — death*$  counterfeit,  but  for  his 
snoring. 

Every  body  was  for  playing  the  old  sanctified 
morose  friar  some  trick  ;  it  was  at  length  agreed 
among  the  lovers  of  frolic,  to  have  the  priest  put 
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to  bed,  and  on  his  awaking  that  he  should  find 
Don  Antonio's  page  extended  by  his  side,  dis- 
guised as  a  fair  soubrette  in  laced  cap,  with 
cherry  coloured  ribbon,  and  flounced  night-gown 
thrown  over  his  male  attire. 

After  dinner,  the  dancing  was  kept  up  cheerily 
until  the  hour  of  midnight  approached.  The 
whole  party  had  been  so  bent  on  making  the 
noble  bridegroom  drunk,  that  spite  of  his  usual 
forbearance,  they  had  partly  succeeded. — Alberto 
had  the  honor  to  dance  often  with  the  bride, 
whose  spirits  became  much  depressed  towards 
the  latter  part  of  the  evening.  On  observing  her 
eyes  filled  with  tears,  the  Count  expressed  him- 
self so  feelingly,  that  the  Lady  Camilla  ventured 
to  open  her  heart  to  him. 

Having  easily  obtained  a  private  conference 
during  the  bustle  and  confusion,  that  reigned 
amongst  the  merry  throng,  she  addressed  him  as 
follows: — "Forgive  me  Count,  if  I  intrude  the 
story  of  my   misfortunes   on  a  stranger   whose 

Vol.  III.  R 
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noble  mien  and  gentle  manners  have  inspired  me 
with  such  confidence,  as  I  have  never  felt  dispo- 
sed to  place  in  any  of  your  sex  before.  My 
marriage  is  hateful  to  me,  the  grand  Duke  in- 
spires me  with  fear,  and  I  should  prefer  hard 
labour  to  being  united  to  him ;  advise  me  then, 
noble  Count,  as  a  friend, — take  pity  on  me  at 
this  trying  moment,  and  tell  me  how  I  can 
escape  ?" 

The  Count's  answer  was  dictated  by  truJg  be- 
nevolence ;  he  reminded  her  of  the  grief  her 
parents  would  experience;  of  the  insult  she 
would  offer  to  the  grand  Duke,  and  he  then 
pointed  in  vivid  colours  the  pleasure  she  might 
derive  from  riches  which  would  enable  her  to 
make  so  many  people  happy.  Camilla  was  half 
reconciled,  particularly  on  learning  from  Alberto 
that  the  grand  Duke,  though  proud  and  forbid- 
ding to  strangers,  was  a  man  of  strict  honor,  who 
was  incapable  of  ill-treating  his  lady  while  she 
should  conduct  herself  with  propriety. 

Much  more  did  Alberto  say,  in  favor  of  this 
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brilliant  match,  and  Camilla  was  so  charmed  with 
his  eloquent  discourse,  and  the  fine  musical  tones 
of  his  manly  voice,  that  time  flew  and  midnight 
approached,  e're  she  heard  her  father's  stem  voice 
loudly  calling  on  her  name. 

"  Oh !  heavenly  powers,  I  am  lost,"  exclaimed 
Camilla,  but  with  admirable  presence  of  mind, 
she  darted  down  the  avenue  before  her,  and  desir- 
ed Alberto  to  follow  her,  for  had  he  turned  back, 
he  must  have  met  her  exasperated  parent. 

Fortunately  the  little  avenue  led  to  a  small  back 
marble  stair  case,  which  conducted  them  to  her 
bridal  chamber  through  a  little  boudoir,  tastely 
fitted  up  with  books,  flowers,  asd  curiosities. 

Drawing  the  bolts,  and  making  signs  to  Alber- 
to to  be  silent,  she  threw  open  the  sash  of  the 
front  veranda,  and  called  out  to  her  parent,  '*  I  am 
here.  Sir,  at  my  toilette,  I  was  mistaken  in  the 
hour,  and  hurried  to  my  chamber." 

"  Why  we  have  searched  for  you  in  all  cor- 
ners," answered  Don  Antonio,  from  the  garden. 

*'  I  was  indisposed  Sir,  and  went  to  enjoy  the 
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breeze  along  the  river,  till  hearing  the  half  hour 
strike,  I  hurried  to  my  chamber.  Pray  Sir  re- 
mind my  two  bridesmaids  that  they  must  dress 
to  attend  me  to  the  chapel.  I  can  dispense  with 
their  services  here,  my  bridal  dress,  being  all 
prepared." 

Don  Antonio  desired  her  to  shut  the  veranda, 
and  lose  no  time,  and  he  retired  from  the  garden. 
«  I  will  not  attempt  to  describe  the  bridal  cham- 
ber, the  luxurious  couches ; — the  rich  draperies  of 
embossed  satin  ; — the  magnificent  mirrors,  and 
little  Cupids  with  their  arch  smiling  beauty, 
slyly  drawing  back  the  spangled  gauze  bed  cur- 
tains :  the  bath  ^)f  silver,  the  soft  rosy  tint  of 
crimson  lamps — the  flowers— the  distant  sound 
of  music — the  witching  hour  ; — the  power 
of  wine  and  revelry  to  warm  man*s  blood! 
Man's  !  aye,  and  Vestal's  too ! — and  then  Camilla 
hated  the  grand  Duke,  and  felt  that  the  reluc- 
tance he  had  evinced  to  become  her  lord  and  mas- 
ter, called  loud  for  vengeance — and  then  Alberto 
in  his  becoming  dress  of  white  and  silver  looked 
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SO  wonderfully  handsome — his  late  confinement 
too  and  wound,  giving  a  softness  and  more  volup- 
tuous expression  to  eyes  that  were,  perhaps,  al- 
most too  bright,  when  in  the  meridian  glow  of 
health,  while  communicating  a  fairer  tint  to  his 
olive  but  very  transparent  complexion. — All  this 
was  irresistible. 

Time  pressed Alberto   boldly   clasped   the 

blushing  bride  in  fervent  embrace  on  the  instant 
that  she  had  closed  the  veranda,  and  dropped  the 
satin  draperies. 

"Camilla,"  said  Alberto  in  his  harmonious 
voice,  "  opportunity  seldom  weaves  a  chain  like 
this." — He  paused  and  gazed  on  the  lovely  maiden 
with  a  countenance  expressing  the  wildest  passion. 

Camilla's  head  grew  giddy,  her  heart  bounded 
with  rapture,  she  threw  a  timid  glance  on  the 
bright  eyes,  and  that  mouth  of  unequalled  beauty, 
now  so  close  to  her  own  lips ;  she  remembered 
how  the  live-long  day  she  had  been  sighing, 
while  she  had  believed  that  it  had  been  as  well  for 
her  to  have  longed  for  some  particular  star  as  for 
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the  love,  or  even  a  kiss  of  the  Count  Alberto, 

and  now  she  felt  his  breath  fan  her  feverish  cheek 
— enfin,  Hymen's  torch  burnt  blueish,  then  went 
out ;  the  little  wanton  Cupids  were  as  happy,  no 
doubt,  as  mischief  could  make  them,  et  puis— Vive 
les  dames  Italiennes !  I  quand  elles  s'en  donnent, 

HONI   SOIT   QUI    MAL   Y    PENSE. 

The  large  clock  struck  the  three  quarters  past 
eleven ! — Camilla  started  from  the  arms  of  Alberto 
in  an  agony  of  fear.  "  T  will  assist  you  to  put  on 
your  bridal  clothes  beautiful  Camilla,"  hastily,  ex- 
claimed the  Count,  "quick, quick,  dear  Camilla." 
The  lovely,  but  guilty  young  Lady,  was  now  equip- 
ped in  her  magnificent  robes  of  Vestal  white. 

"  How  handy  you  are! — Would  not  one  say, 
you  had  served  an  apprenticeship  to  dressing 
ladies?"  said  the  blushing  girl  with  a  smile. 

"  And  yet  the  very  reverse  is  the  true  state  of 
the  case,"  replied  Alberto  laughing. 

In  a  trice  the  lovers  were  once  more  pressed 
in  a  long  ardent  embrace,  and  then  the  Count 
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Stole  out  at  the  back  entrance  which  communi- 
cated with  the  kitchen  garden. 

On  his  way,  down  the  steps,  he  ran  against  the 
Duke  of  Almeida,  who  missing  his  friend,  was 
instinctively  searching  for  him  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  bride's  private  apartment. 
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CHAP.  XL. 


our  cavalcade  take  leave  of  the  signor  anto- 
nio, and  pursue  their  way  towards  the 
robber's  cave. 


The  catholic  marriage  ceremony  which  was  to 
unite  Camilla  to  the  grand  Duke,  was  celebrated 
piously,  becomingly,  and  dramatically  at  mid- 
night, selon  les  regies  when  the  bride  and  happy 
bridegroom  having  retired  to  their  luxurious 
downy  couch,  our  curate  introduced  a  party  of 
merry  souls  into  the  chamber  where  poor  Father 
Pietro  still  reclined  in  sottish  sleep; — and  now 
the  Lady  Camilla's  blooming  young  page,  equip- 
ped in  her  woman's  lace  cap  and  cherry  coloured 
ribbons,  his  person  disguised  in  a  flounced  muslin 
wrapper   stretched   himself  by   the   side   of  the 
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right  reverend  and  holy  man,  and  throwing  his 
arms  about  his  neck,  hugged  the  priest  in  such  an 
unmerciful  embrace,  that  he  well  nigh  throttled 
him.  When  Pietro  opened  his  eyes  they  ap- 
peared to  be  starting  from  their  sockets. 

"  Holy  Virgin' !"  he  exclaimed,  as  well  as  he 
could. 

"  Pietro,"  said  the  page  in  a  soft  voice,  '*  I  am 
alas'j  no  virgin, — but  a  frail  w^oraan  who  adores 
you  to  madness.' 

Here  the  virtuous  priest  being  seized  with  a 
fit  of  desperation  kicked  and  flounced  vigorously, 
like  a  man  who  had  been  suddenly  attacked 
with  St.  Vitus's  dance,  shutting  his  eyes,  foaming 
at  the  mouth,  calling  upon  the  Virgin  to  deliver 
him  from  harlots,  hobgoblins,  and  all  the  femi- 
nine gender;  in  short,  the  page  was  brow-beaten, 
and  throwing  aside  his  disguise,  belaboured  our 
saint  with  interest,  using  his  clenched  fist,  a 
Tanglaise,  and  so  the  farce  ended;  for  Pietro 
made  no  resistance,  but  presented  his  right  and 

left  cheek,  a  mesure,  as  in  christian  duty  bound, 
Vol.  m.  s 
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from    the  moment  that  he  saw  himself  rid  of  the 
petticoats. 

Every  body  in  the  castle  slept  soundly  till  a 
very  late  hour  on  the  following  morning. 

"  To  horse,  to  horse !"  loudly  exclaimed 
Uberto,  as  noon  approached,  and  our  cavalcade 
feeling  bound  in  honor  to  obey  this  kind  hearted 
commander,  took  a  hasty  leave  of  their  noble  and 
hospitable  entertainers,  and  then  proceeded  on 
their  journey. 

The  Lady  Camilla's  merry  young  page  beckon- 
ed to  Alberto,  just  as  he  was  about  to  mount  his 
horse,  and  slyly  slipped  a  letter  in  his  hand, 
written  on  rose  coloured  paper,  qui  sentoit  la 
musque,  traced  by  her  fair  fingers  in  beautiful 
characters  running  thus  : — 


**  Farewell!  false  cruel  Alberto,  farewell  for 
**  ever  !  Lucinda  has  confided  to  me  the  history 
"  of  her  disgrace,  and  I  now  despise  you  Count, 
**  from  the  very  bottom  of  my  heart  and  soul. 
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**  Think  not,  proud  man,  you  owe  the  easy 
**  triumph  you  obtained  to  any  perfection  of  mind 
•*  or  person.  Learn  egregious  coxcomb  that 
"  you  were  only  made  use  of  in  cold  blood, 
*'  as  an  instrument  of  revenge,  and  that  your 
"  beauty  bears  no  kind  of  comparison,  to  the  gra- 
"  ces  which  adorn  the  charming  English  Captain 
"  O'Strongenoft. 

"  1  forbid  your  future  visits. 
"  The  Grand  Duke  is  now  master  of  my  des- 
**  tiny,  nor  dare  I  dictate  to  him,  who  he  is  to  re- 
**  ceive;  but  remember,  I  forbid  you  again  to  enter 
•*  my  presence.  Should  you,  however,  after  this, 
**  obstinately  persist,  you  will  reduce  me  to  the 
"  necessity  of  doing  violence  to  my  inclination,  by 
**  thus  compelling  me  as  a  Lady,  to  give  you  a 
**  good  reception. 

**  Oh    Alberto!    After   all,  I  see  you    still    in 

•*  my  mind's  eye,  and  feel  the  prssure  of  your 

"  hand  —Your  last  kiss  still  virgins  on  my  lips  — 

"What   have   I  said?    "Alas!    Alas!   that  you 

**  should  know   your  power!      That  you    should 
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"  have  proved  my  passion  for  you !  And  you 
"  are  gone,  Alberto! — Gone  for  ever! — Methinks 
**  my  bridal  bed  is  turned  into  a  grave!— Alberto, 
"  in  that  brief  moment  did  we  not  love  each 
"other?  No  matter,  I  deserve  to  be  humbled; 
"  — the  slave  of  her  passions  dares  not  aspire  to 
"  thy  love.  May  thy  path  be  strewed  with 
"  roses! 

"  I  hate  the  English  Captain  O'Strongenolf, 
*•  and  I  adore  you  to  distraction.  Your  profligate 
"  habits  will  drive  me  mad,  and  since  I  cannot 
**  possess  you  wholly,  I  would  have  you  dead! !  ! 
*'  With  my  own  hands  Alberto,  I  would  destroy 
"  you ! 

'*  Can  you  resist  a  love  like  mine?  can  you  for- 
'*  sake  me? 

"  Go  then  monster  of  ingratitude,  and  when 
"you  shall  ask — •  Where  is  Camilla?'  the  an- 
"  swer  will  ring  on  your  ears  from  empty  space, 
"  the  dull  echo  alone  shall  answer  '  where?' 

"  Camilla." 
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Alberto  had  been  threatened  with  so  many 
coups  de  couteau,  in  the  course  of  liis  life,  that 
being  now  on  the  wrong  side  of  thirty,  lie  had 
ceased  to  regard  them 

True,  he  possessed  a  kind  heart,  but  then  if 
women  would  die  for  him  by  dozens  and  tens  of 
dozens,  what  was  to  be  done?  As  well  might  a 
surgeon  or  a  physician  take  upon  himself  to 
weep  at  every  long  face  that  comes  across  his 
professional  path,  and  so  renounce  his  own  diges- 
tion altogether,  enfin — Alberto  was  very  sorry, 
but  felt  no  esteem,  and  so  he  had  forgotten  Ca- 
milla before  dinner  time. 

Our  cavalcade  pursued  their  journey  towards 
the  robbers  cavern,  and  for  the  next  two  days 
nothing  remarkable  occurred.  The  Count  then 
explained  to  Uberto  that  they  must  forsake  the 
beaten  road  and  proceed  some  dozens  of  leagues 
over  a  mountainous  country,  where  they  would 
meet  with  neither  food  or  forage.  Father  Pietro 
turned  pale,  Dame  Cattarina  groaned,  and  all  the 
rest    were  eagerly  bent  on  procuring  a  stock   of 
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good  wines  and  provisions  from  the  last  market 
town  they  were  to  travel  through. 

The  next  day  they  had  quitted  the  beaten  path, 
the  heat  towards  noon  became  overpowering,  and 
no  shelter  could  be  found.  Alberto  already 
weakened  by  his  late  wounds  and  imprisonment, 
was  seized  with  an  attack  of  fever  so  violent,  that 
his  friends  feared  he  would  not  survive  the  night, 
unless  shelter  from  the  sun,  and  medical  assistance 
could  be  immediately  obtained. 

In  the  mean  time  the  Duke  of  Almeida  and 
the  constable  w^ere  indefatigable  in  their  endea- 
vours to  sooth  his  anguish.  While  thus  occupied, 
the  Norman  peasant  approached  towards  them, 
mounted  on  his  stout  mula  Uberto  eagerly 
hailed  him ;  he  was  accompanied  by  a  female, 
whose  visage  reminded  one  of  a  death's  head  ; — 
she  wore  the  unbecoming  guise  of  the  well  known 
order  of  nuns  in  France,  styled  Sceurs  de  Cha- 
rity. 

"  We  willingly  tender  our  services  to  the  inva- 
lid,"    said   the  woman  in  reply  to  the  requests 
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that  were  made  to  him  by  several  of  Alberto's 
friends,  and  added  the  peasant,  '*  it  is  a  fortunate 
circumstance  that  I  have  studied  surgery,  as  well 
as  the  qualities  of  herbs  and  roots,  also  that  we 
travel  with  a  chest  full  of  healing  drugs." 

Having  felt  Alberto's  pulse,  the  Norman  pro- 
nounced him  to  be  in  fever,  and  in  danger.  The 
whole  party  were  now  employed  in  erecting  a 
tent  for  the  sick  man,  composed  of  sticks,  shirts, 
the  old  Dame  Cattarina's  spare  petticoats,  the 
monkey's  cloak,  and  what  ever  else  they  could 
soonest  lay  their  hands  upon.  The  Norman  now 
took  a  lancet  from  his  pocket,  and  having  bled 
his  patient  freely,  the  fever  soon  abated.  Alberto 
was  nevertheless  delirious  all  night.  The  ghast- 
ly looking  Soeur  de  Charit6  attended  him  with 
such  officiousness,  that  though  on  a  barren  moun- 
tain, far  from  the  haunts  of  men,  Alberto  could 
scarcely  be  sensible  of  any  privations.  The 
warm  fomentations  which  the  nun  applied  to  his 
breast  soothed  the  inflammation — indeed,  strange, 
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but  true,  her  very  existence  seemed  to  hang  on 
the  recovery  of  the  Count. 

'*  It  would,  indeed,  have  been  very  extraordina- 
ry had  we  travelled  a  single  week  without  coming 
across  some  one  or  two  of  Alberto's  tender  offi- 
cious mistresses,"  observed  the  Duke  of  Almeida, 
as  he  stood  admiring  the  zeal  and  empressement 
of  theSceur  de  Charit6. 

**  But,"  said  the  Dutch  Baron  Van  Outshorn, 
I  never  saw  twro  sucli  ugly  women  in  my  life  as 
this  living  piece  of  anatomy  and  the  gipsy.  Are 
you  quite  sure  they  are  bon^  fide  the  Count's 
sweethearts?" 

Ah!  Ca!  Monsieur  le  Comte  auroit  pu  mieux 
choisir,  il  n'y  a  pas  a  dire,*"  observed  the  French 
valet — "  C'est  qu'il  est  rassassi^  de  la  beauts 
apparament,t"  said  the  old  French  Count. 

"  I  would  have  undertaken    the  gipsy  myself. 


*The  Count  might  certainly  have  made  a  better  choice, 
t  Apparently  he  is  surfeited   with  beauty,  and  wants  something 
else  for  a  change. 
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faut  de  mieux,*'  said  the  Russian,  "but  the  Ian- 
thorn  jaws  of  this  spectre  would  cool  the  courage 
of  the  stoutest  hearted  Cossack  in  m};  troop" — 
Here  the  nun  was  seized  with  an  immoderate  fit 
of  laughing,  which  she  vainly  contended  against 
for  a  few  moments. 

"  Can  such  a  piece  of  anatomy  laugh  then  ?" 
said  the  Baron  Van  Outshorn,  approaching  close 
to  the  nun,  and  examining  her  distorted  visage 
with  profound  curiosity. 

"  C*est  pour  nous  deux,"*  observed  the  skele- 
ton, nodding  thrice  to  the  Dutchman. 

Alberto  having  fallen  into  such  skilful  hands, 
soon  recovered,  when  the  Norman  peasant,  with 
his  companion,  the  frightful,  but  charitable  nun, 
took  leave  of  the  whole  party,  refusing  to  accept 
of  the  slightest  remuneration  for  their  trouble,  ex- 
cept a  bright  ringlet  oft'  Alberto's  head,  which 
was  received  by  the  Soeur  de  Charity  with  rap- 
ture, and  placed  in  her  bosom !  Vive  le  senti- 
ment !  ! 

*  I  iHiiph  for  bofh  of  ns- 

Vol.  IH.  t 
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Our  party  now  proceeded  slowly  onwards,  and 
arrived  at  the  robber's  cave,  late  on  a  fine  sultry 
nig  lit. 

Alberto  having  shewn  the  party  the  trap  door, 
which  was  to  admit  them  into  the  subterraneous 
abode,  the  guards  tried  in  vain  to  open  it. 

"  'Tis  very  strange,"  said  Alberto.  The  guard 
appeared  uneasy,  and  Pietro  had  a  fit  of  the  ague, 
which  attacked  him  suddenly. 

•*  Let  us  force  open  the  trap  door,"  said  the 
dauntless  Russian.  No  sooner  said  than  done. 
Many  hands  make  light  work,  bolts  and  bars  were 
soon  wrenched,  and  the  trap  door  flew  open. 

**  This  way,  gentlemen,"  said  Alberto,  "  and 
on  your  left  there  are  a  flight  of  rude  stairs  cut 
out  of  the  rock,  descend  them,  and  you  will  find 
yourselves  in  snug  quarters." 

Such  was  the  confidence  Alberto  had  in- 
spired, that  no  one  hesitated  to  obey  him  except 
Pietro,  who  refusing  to  stir,  was  carried  down  by 
one  of  the  guards.  At  the  bottom  of  the  flight  of 
steps,  their  progress  was   impeded  by  a  massive 
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door,  which  they  had  no  sooner  forced  open,  than 
they  heard  strange  sounds,  which  issued  from 
some  inward  apartment. 

"Hush!  Hushl"  said  Alberto,  *' surely  I 
hear  a  confused  noise.  The  guards  at  this  mo- 
ment had  unfastened  a  second  door,  when  the 
hum  of  merry  voices,  struck  full  on  their  ears, 
joined  to  the  clattering  of  knives  and  forks. 
Some  were  singing,  others  laughing. 

**  Sa  Pristi !  !  Nous  voila  dedans !"  said  the 
old  French  Count,  more  pleased  to  be  stimulated, 
than  afraid  of  being  murdered. 

"  Make  room,"  said  the  Baron  Van  Outshorn, 
as  he  forced  his  passage,  "  I  must  speak  to  the 
Count  Alberto  about  this,  for  I  do  not  feel  quite 
so  safe  in  his  company  as  I  did,  half  an  hour 
ago." 

"  Jeparisma  tete  qu'ils  boivent  du  vin  de  Bour- 
gogne  pur  ces  gaillards  la,"  said  the  French  valet. 

"  Silence,"  exclaimed  Ubcrto,  in  a  command- 
ing voice. 

*'  What  am  1  to    do  with  the  Dame  Cattarma. 
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who  has  fainted  in  my  arms,  or  gone  into  a  fit?" 
bawled  out  the  curate. 

*'  Why,  it  must  be  the  devil  himself  who  is 
holding  a  levy  here,"  exclaimed  Alberto. 

'*  Hush,  then,"  said  Uberto,  "  and  let  us  listen 
that  we  may  be  the  better  able  to  decide  what  is 
to  be  done,  now  we  are  in  this  infernal  den." 

Silence  being  at  length  obtained,  they  could 
partly  hear  a  variety  of  difterent  voices ;  they 
sung  some  jolly  Bacchanalian  couplets,  and 
seemed  to  be  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  wine  and 
debauched  merriment.  They  addressed  each 
other,  some  in  Italian,  others  in  French  or  Ger- 
man 

**  It  reminds  one  of  the  tower  of  Babel,"  said 
the  Curate, 

"  Satan  is  busy  among  ye,  profane  rioters !  !" 
exclaimed  the  trembling  Pietro. 

"  Ma  foi !  cela  m'inspire!"  said  the  French 
valet—"  Messieurs,"  he  continued,  "  entrons  en 
grace,  ce  sont,  sans  doute  des  bons  gaillards  qui 
ribottent  en  tout  bien  et  toute  honneur." 
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*'  VV^e  are  in  ibr  it,  and  will  not  bolt,"  said 
Uberto,  "  our  men  are  well  armed,  our  foes  are 
drunk,  so  here  goes,  I'll  lead  the  way." 

Uberto  was  closely  followed  by  every  one  of 
the  party,  except  Pietro  and  the  dame  Cattarina, 
who  in  their  zeal  to  make  themselves  as  small  as 
possible,  had  squeezed  themselves  rather  closer  to- 
gether behind  the  door,  than  rigid  propriety 
could  warrant.  Mais!  quand  on  craint  les  bri- 
gands et  leurs  6pouvantables  moustaches,  on  ne 
se  connoit  plus. 
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CHAR  XLl. 


WHICH    EXPLAINS    WHAT   SORT    OF    COMPANY    WERE 
CAROUSING  IN  THE  ROBBERS  CAVE. 


The  Revellers,  it  should  seem,  were  uncon- 
scious of  the  approach  of  our  party,  until  they 
saw  a  body  of  men  enter  with  drawn  swords,  and 
the  surprise  of  our  adventurers  may  be  imagined, 
on  beholding,  not  Bandits,  but  a  set  of  lean  friars 
in  thread  bare  grey  cassocks,  some  twenty,  or 
more,  in  number.  They  were  seated  near  a 
large  old  oaken  table,  on  which  were  placed 
many  flasks  of  sparkling  wine,  a  roasted  kid,  and 
a  large  pasty  of  wild  birds.  Wilkie  could  have 
made  an  admirable  picture  out  of  this  scene,  por- 
traying the   scared  countenances  of  the   drunken 
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friars,  the  astonishment  of  the  constable  Uberto, 
and  his  party,  and  the  terror  stricken  curate  and 
Dame  Cattarina. 

Roars  of  laugliter  resounded  througli  the  cave, 
as  each  bare  footed  monk  fell  on  his  knees  before 
our  heroes  of  the  drawn  sword. 

•'  What  in  the  name  of  the  devil  brought  you 
friars  here,"  bawled  out  Alberto, from  the  bottom 
of  the  cavern. 

"  Why,  these  are  monks  of  la  Trappe,"  said 
the  curate,  **  the  garb  of  their  order  is  quite  fa- 
miliar to  me.  Sly  rogues !  1"  he  continued,  wink- 
ing at  one  of  them — *'  Shame  on  you  not  to  have 
dropped  me  aline; — nice  pickings  here  in  the 
cellar.  Eh  ?" 

"  Explain,  explain,  false  priests,"  bawled  out 
Uberto,  but  it  was  long  before  the  voices  of  the 
monks  could  be  heard.  At  length,  he  whom  the 
curate  had  addressed  seemed  about  to  make  a 
speech. 

"  Peace,  peace,  listen  to  the  Friar  of  Orders 
Grey,'*  exclaimed  the  Duke  Almeida. 


144  CLARA    GAZUL. 

Curiosity  at  last  silenced  the  clamour  of  our 
party  when   the  friar   delivered    himself  as  fol-it 
lows: 

"  Dread  gentlemen, — We  are  a  set  of  harmless 
monks,  belonging  to  the  rigid  order  of  LaTrappe. 
Our  convent  is  concealed  by  the  neighbouring 
mountains;  one  of  our  pious  brethren  had  a 
brother  who  was  a  wicked  sinner,  and  attached 
himself  to  the  band  of  brigands,  long  known  and 
dreaded  by  the  name  of  Alberto's  band. 

"  Feeling  his  end  approaching,  he  repented,  and 
came  to  our  convent  to  lay  his  bones  amongst 
us.  It  was  from  him  we  learn 't  the  secret  situa- 
tion of  this  cavern,  also  that  the  whole  of  the  Ban- 
ditti had  left  it.  Living  as  we  do  on  vegetables 
and  roots,  our  famished  stomachs  sometimes 
regaled  in  imagination  on  the  rich  wines  that  we 
were  led  to  believe  remained  concealed  in  the  rob- 
ber's cavern.  Last  week,  six  of  the  boldest  of  our 
order,  stimulated  by  the  cravings  of  appetite,  de- 
termined to  visit  the  cavern.  The  trap-door  was 
open ! 
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Oh  what  abundance  of  delicious  wines  did  we 
(ind  stowed  in  the  cellars ! 

"Alas!  the  flesh  is  weak." — *'  Let  us  feast  once 
e're  we  die,"  said  our  good  old  abbot,  who  had  no 
tasted  wine  for  thirty  years,  "  yet,"  he  continued, 
"  to  avoid  scandal,  and  keep  our  oaths,  we  must 
allow  neither  wine  or  meat  to  enter  our  pious 
sanctuary."  To  be  brief,  dread  gentlemen,  we 
determined  to  procure  a  fat  kid  off  the  moun- 
tains, shoot  some  wild  birds,  leave  our  cells  at 
midnight,  and  carouse  in  the  robber*s  cavern. 
Here  then  have  we  been  feasting  nightly,  for  one 
short  week ! ! 

Pity  us  noble  Sirs !  have  mercy  on  the  poor 
hungry  friars,  and  put  up  your  swords !" 

The  reiterated  bursts  of  laughter  were  again 
renewed,  while  each  man  returned  his  sword  into 
it*s  scabbard. 

"  But  what  can  you  offer  us  for  supper,  holy 
friars?''  said  Uberto  at  length. 

"Wild  birds  in  plenty,  for  we  have  filled  the 

larder,"  was  the  reply. 
Vol.  III.  u 
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**  See  that  you  roast  them  quickly  then,"  said 
Uberto,  "  while  we  taste  your  kid  and  pasty," 

"A vaunt!  lazy  friars,  we  are  weary; — resign 
thy  seats  gonnahdizers,  and  bring  us  a  flagoii 
of  the  best  wine  in  the  cavern,  if  you  would 
depart  from  this  den  alive,"  bawled  out  the 
Russian. 

The  poor  monks  did  their  best,  and  waited  on 
our  party  with  officious  politeness.  Their  fears 
bad  sobered  them,  and  they  were  ready  to  begin 
again,  as  soon  as  our  travellers  had  stretched 
themselves  on  the  mats,  that  had  been  the  sleep- 
ing couches  of  the  Banditti.  >ri« 

Uberto  rose  by  time  in  the  morning,  and  busily 
employed  himself  \w  examining  the  premises,  si- 
tuation, and  neighbourhood  of  the  robber's  ca- 
vern, in  order  that  he  might  thus  qualify  himself 
to  give  a  satisfactory  account  of  his  journey  to 
his  employers.  He  was  assisted  by  the  Curate, 
who  happened  to  be  an  excellent  draftsman,  but 
my  readers  are  by  this  time  perhaps  growing 
tired  of  the  cavern. 
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Be  it  known  then  briefly,  that  in  one  month 
from  that  morning  on  which  our  party  took 
leave  of  the  monks  of  La  Trappe,  Alberto  lay  in 
the  prison  of  *  *  *,  at  Naples,  under  sentence  of 
death. 

But  why  and  wherefore,  will  every  one  ex- 
claim, was  he  not  acquitted  ?  Did  he  not  prove  his 
innocence?  Alas,  I  can  only  repeat  what  I  have 
before  remarked, — that  it  is  a  most  serious  thing 
to  offend  a  Cardinal. 

As  the  trial  advanced,  Alberto's  friends  bad 
breathed  freely.  The  jury  were  surely  about  to  ac- 
quit him,  they  thought,  until  Father  Pietro  gave 
his  evidence,  the  sense  of  which  ran  thus—*'  Upon 
eiitering  the  cavern,  he  had  found  it  full  of  pro- 
fane rioters,  who,  in  the  disguise  of  the  pious 
monks  of  La  Trappe,  were  indulging  in  beastly 
debaucheries,  singing  lewd  songs,  ranting  the 
most  shocking  oaths  and  horrible  imprecations. 
That  the  whole  of  Alberto's  party  seemed  to  be 
on  the  most  intimate  footing  with  the  soi-disaut 
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friars,   and   that  they  had  drank,  caroused,  and 
conversed  together  like  comrades.'* 

The  learned  President  in  considering  and  reca- 
pitulating the  evidence,  was  as  eloquent  as  possi- 
ble.—'* The  Counsel  for  the  prisoner,"— he  said, 
**  among  many  other  v^rise  things,  to  shew  cause 
why  Alberto  ought  not  to  be  executed,  had 
objected  to  the  prisoner's  condemnation  on  pre- 
sumptive evidence ; — now  he,  the  President  opined 
that  presumptive  corroborating  evidence,  carried 
the  strongest  conviction,  and  formed  the  safest 
grounds  for  proceeding  against  an  individual,  that 
could  be  obtained.  Strange  delusions  had  some- 
times occurred;  the  senses  might  wander,  or  a 
witness's  eyes  might  deceive  him,  but  circum- 
stancial  and  presumptive  evidence  enabled  the 
jury  to  weigh  a  subject  in  all  its  bearings,  and  its 
probabilities. 

"  The  prisoner,"  thus  the  President  proceed- 
ed— "  was  recognised  by  the  dame  Cattarina  as 
the  inhabitant  of  the  robber's  cavern  ;  his  name 
was  Alberto,  he  was  fashioned  like  a  Bandit,  pos- 
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sessed  more  jewels  than  many  a  crowned  Prince, 
had  conducted  a  party  to  a  cavern  of  Bandits, 
which  was  found  to  be  inhabited  by  reprobates 
and  blasphemers,  in  the  guise  of  that  most  sacred 
order  of  La  Trappe,  which  might  have  been  as- 
sumed at  the  suggestion  of  the  prisoner,  after  he 
was  committed  to  prison  by  means  of  some  se- 
cret embassy,  so  artfully  managed,  as  to  have  es- 
caped the  vigilance  of  persons  entrusted  with  the 
custody  of  the  accused. 

"  Shall  we,"  continued  the  President,  "  cast 
such  a  slur  upon  the  Holy  Roman  Catholic 
Church,  as  to  doubt  for  an  instant  the  justice  of 
Father  Pietro's  opinion  and  belief,  that  the  inhabi- 
tants of  the  cavern  were  thieves,  disguised  as 
holy  monks  ?    Heaven  forbid  ! ! ! 

It  was  to  be  lamented,  and  could  not  be  too 
deeply  deplored  ;  but,  if  the  guilt  of  Count  Al- 
berto was  as  strongly  impressed  on  the  minds  of 
his  brethren  and  coadjutors  beside  him,  as  it  was 
on  his  own, — if  they  Hke  him,  believed  the  priso- 
ner guilty,   as   firmly   and    positively  as  ihougli 
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their  own  eyes  had    witnessed    his  delinquency, 
then  they  had  but  one  simple  duty  to  perform. 

And,  so  sentence  of  death  was  passed  on  Alber- 
to, who  was  to  be  executed  at  the  expiration 
of  four  and  twenty  hours  after  his  condemna- 
tion!!    *  ♦  *  ♦ 


And  what  has  become  of  CLARA  GAZUL, 
the  reader  will  ask,  and  she  answers  that  they 
shall  shortly  learn  what  she  has  been  about,  ever 
since  she  accompanied  Mademoiselle  St.  Sauveur 
to  Naples.  With  regard  to  tlie  inconsistency  of 
her  having  described  the  thoughts  and  private 
actions  of  others,  what  matters  it,  so  that  the  rea- 
ders are  amused  ? 

If  CLARA  GAZUL  is  dull,  they  will  cut  her, 
but  should  she  be  fortunate  enough  to  afford 
amusement,  by  pleasant  nonsense,  it  signifies  but 
little  whether  she  dream't  what  is  here  set  down, 
or  composed  it,  or  whether  she  had  it  from  Alber- 
to's own  lips,  or  from  inspiration. 
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CHAP.  XIJI. 

WHICH    SHOULD    BE  INTERESTING. 

I  MUST  now  retrograde  a  little  in  order  to  give 
my  readers  a  few  brief  explanations. 

They  will,  perhaps,  remember  that  when  Al- 
berto was  arrested  at  Madame  Lambert's  country 
seat,  Doctor  Lambert,  myself,  and  the  Curate,  ac- 
companied his  affianced  wife,  Mademoiselle  St. 
Sauveur,  to  Naples. 

That  young  lady's  visit  to  her  imprisoned 
lover,  has  been  already  described,  I  will  now  re- 
late what  afterwards  befel  us. 

Mademoiselle  St.  Sauveur's  agitation  and  dis- 
tress of  mind  was  terrible,  until  she  had  obtained 
the  consent  of  her  indulgent  guardian  to  follow 
her  lover  in  disguise  to  the  robbers  cavern.  It 
was    a    wild   romantic  project,   but  the   Doctor 
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loved   his   ward   too  dearly,  to  resist  her  plead- 
ings. 

I  proposed  to  accompany  Isabelle  and  lier 
guardian;  and  my  nurse  Agnes,  who  travelled 
from  Dieppe  at  this  identical  period,  to  pay  me 
a  visit,  eagerly  begged  to  be  of  our  party. 

**  I  have  brought  a  complete  Norman  peasant's 
costume  to  Naples  with  me,"  she  observed. 

"  Then  I  will  gladly  purchase  it  of  you  for  my 
disguise,"  said  the  Doctor,  adding,  "  and  you, 
Agnes,  shall  pass  for  my  sister,  provided  you 
have  a  dress  to  correspond  w  ith  mine." 

"  Agreed,"  said  Agnes,  who  was  delighted 
with  the  prospect  of  masquerading  it  with  her 
nursling.  "  For  my  part,"  observed  Isabelle,  "  I 
shall  often  change  my  disguise  in  the  course  of 
our  journey,  for  fear  of  discovery,  for  I  would 
not  for  the  world  be  recognised  by  Alberto — 
Clara  and  myself,*'  she  continued,  "  will  procure 
the  costume  of  two  Norman  peasant  youths  to 
start  with,  and  I  will  shew  you  what  will  be  my 
second   disguise." — She  then   retired  for    a    few 
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moments,  and  returned  as  tlie  old  gipsy  already 
described. 

Her  wrinkled  visage  struck  us  with  wonder; 
it  was  not  a  mask,  but  the  wrinkles  were  surely 
composed  of  some  sort  of  skin,  stuck  on  the  face. 
In  short,  the  delusion  was  so  complete,  that  I  be- 
gan to  think  that  this  odd  young  lady  must  be  a 
fairy,  particularly  as  she  mysteriously  refused 
compliance  with  our  request  to  learn  her  secret, 
or  permission  to  examine  her  countenance  too 
closely. 

Once  more  she  retired,  and  when  she  reappear- 
ed as  the  Soeur  de  Charit^,  Agnes  uttered  a 
scream;  so  death-like  and  hideous  a  countenance, 
did  Isabelle  produce. 

Avec  de  I'argent  on  fait  ceque  I'on  veut.*—Isa- 
belle  was  an  heiress;  every  possible  coiivenience 
that  money  could  procure  therefore  was  provided. 
Strong  mules,  a  small  baggage  cart  neatly  built, 
fit  for  their    occasional  accommodation,  during 

*  With  ni'jncy,  any  tiling  ina.v  be  done. 
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the  heat  of  the  day,  and  provisions  in  abundance. 
My  readers  know  the  rest. 

With  regard  to  the  noble  lady  on  horseback 
whom  the  gipsy  had  denominated  "  an  adulterous 
Princess,"  report  said  she  was  a  Queen,  separated 
from  her  husband,  at  whose  court  Alberto  had 
long  been  a  favorite;  but  whether  Italian,  Aus- 
trian, or  German,  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  declare, 
nor  can  it  much  signify  to  the  reader. 

Let  us  imagine  her  the  Princess  of  Babylon. 
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CHAP.  XLllI 


CONTAINING  NEWS  FROM  THE  COUNTESS  DROGNI- 
CHIEFF — WHICH  THE  READER  MAY  SKIP  AND  GO  ON 
TO  THE  FOLLOWING,  IF  ANXIOUS  TO  LEARN  THE 
FATE  OF  ALBERTO. 


On  the  eve  of  our  departure,  I  received  a  long 
letter  from  my  friend  Rosa,  Countess  of  Drogni- 
chieff It  ran  thus: 

My  dear  Clara, 

"  I  have  to  apologise  to  you  for  my  long  si- 
"  lence,  but  we  have  been  travelling  all  over  the 
"  world.  Being  at  last  sick  of  band  boxes,  post 
"  horses,  fawning  innkeepers,  lying  postillions, 
*'  rugged  roads,  squallid  beggars,  pipers,  fiddlers, 
**  tricks  upon  travellers,  la  police,  I'eau  benite,  les 
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"  moines,  les  marinottes,  les  estropi^s,  et  les  vieilles 
"  femmes  aux  yeux  bord^s  d'ecarlate,*  we  have 
*'  returned  to  rest  ourselves  in  Paris  for  some 
*'  months. 

"  When  I  first  visited  this  capital,  I  was  of 
*'  course  dragged  from  one  sight  to  another  for  a 
"  week  or  two,  but  there  still  remains  many 
*'  things  unseen.  It  matters  not  whether  one  has 
*'  any  taste  pour  les  beaux  arts,  so  that  one  has 
''  been  to  see  them.  Pictures  makes  my  eyes  ache, 
'*  and  statues  make  me  shiver.  Hercules  stuck 
••  up  every  where,  disgusts  me  to  a  degree, 
"  under  which  I  cannot  rally,  because  of  his  pre- 
"  ponderous  proportions ;  I  never  feel  comforta- 
"  ble  at  any  of  the  theatres,  owing  to  the  close 
*'  air,  effluvia  of  heads,  and  dismal  light,  amount- 
"  ing  almost  to  darkness. 

*'  The  acting,  however,  is  good  and  natural  when 
**  one  can  pay  attention  to  it,  but  unfortunately 
•*  there  are  often  fifty  other  things  in  one's  head. 

*  The  police,  holj'  water,  monks,  mountain  rats,  cripples  ami  scar- 
let eyed  old  women. 
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"  and  I  always  lose  sight  of  the  thread  of  the  sub- 
*'  ject  or  plot,  which  is  a  bore. 

•*  I  dare  say  this  is  why  the  Fnglish  Queen 
'*  Elizabeth  preferred  bull  tighting  ;  a  rareexhi- 
**  tion,  pleasing  to  tha  eye,  without  pothering  the 
"  other  senses. 

"  Genteel  comedy,  dont  on  fait  cas  a  Paris,  is 
**  truly  tiresome,  particularly  when  the  hero  is 
*•  ugly.  What  signifies  declamation  and  pathetics, 
'*  if  the  lover  is  the  very  image  of  a  baboon  ?  I 
*'  am  told,  that  in  England,  ugly  men  are  ob- 
'*  liged  to  play  ugly  parts,  but  here,  I  do  be- 
'*  lieve  they  choose  scarecrows  par  preference,  to 
"  represent  their  beaux  gar(,ons,  on  a  specula- 
♦*  tion  of  morality,  pour  que  les  jolies  demoiselles 
**  ne  s'enflamment  point,  a  tort  et  a  travers.* 

**  Do  you  know,  Clara,  that  my  ancestors  were 
*•  English,  and  that  I  dont  like  Frenchmen?  I 
•*  wish  them  all  manner  of  happiness  cependant, 
**  although  their  habits  and  manners  displease  me. 
"  As  for  the  passions  of  a  Frenchman,  Madame 

That  young  ladies  niaj  not  go  mad  lor  them. 
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"  la  Marquise  St.  B6tise,  qui  fait  fureur  ici,  m*as- 
"  sure  que  bien  souvent  ce  n'est  que  la  t^te  d'un 
**  Fran^ais  qui  travaille  toute  seule;  et  Madame 
"  la  Marquise  s*y  connoit :  and  then  these  Pari- 
*'  sian  beaus  are  so  demonstrative ;  I  hate  their 
**  gesticulation,  and  their  narrow  backs,  not  to 
*'  mention  their  taste  for  eating  onions  and  drink- 
**  ing  liqueur  before  dinner,  their  vain  boastings, 
"  blabbings,  and  little  mindedness. 

"  Their  rapidity  of  thought  though  clever,  al- 
"  ways  affects  my  nerves,  and  drives  away  one  idea 
"  for  another,  before  I  have  had  time  to  weigh  its 
"  aptitude  or  real  plausibility :  nor  do  they  bestow 
**  time  on  reflection,  but  having  been  suddenly 
"  struck  with  one  solitary,  but  forcible  point  of 
"  view  of  a  subject,  the  rapid  Frenchman  presents 
"  it  to  our  imagination;  and  without  giving  either 
"  himself  or  his  friends  time  to  digest  his  idea,  the 
"  scene  has  completely  shifted  in  his  prolific  brain. 

'*  Thus  they  commit  suicide. 

"  Two  lovers  are  struck  with  a  beautiful 
**  poem,  a  rock,  an  atheist,    or  what  not.   Ah  ! 
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"que  cela  est  toucliaut!!  Oh  !  que  c'est 
"  beau*!  ! !'  exclaims  the  Frenchman,  being  sud- 
*'  denly  seized   with  an  heroic  fit. 

"  *  Mourons,  mourons  ma  douce  amie,t'  says 
the  lover. 

**  Now  if  he  addressed  himself  to  an  English 
"  mistress,  she  would  open  her  eyes,  reflect,  hesi- 
"  tate,  and  say  *  Mais  a  quoi  bon  mon  ami?':J:  or, 
**  pourquoi  se  tuer  mon  ange  ? — and  by  this  time 
"  the  Frenchman's  mousse,  like  that  of  Champagne, 
'•  would  evaporate,  and  he  would  have  to  thank 
'*  his  rapid  succession  of  ideas  for  his  life ;  since, 
**  being  instantly  tired  of  the  subject,  or,  per- 
'*  haps,  inhaling  from  a  neighbouring  Restaurant, 
"  some  sudden  delicious  effluvia,  he  would  ex- 
'*  claim, — quite  forgetting  his  last  idea  of  Pere  la 
'*  chaise—'  A  lions  chez  Tortoni,  pour  manger  une 
*' jolie  perdrix  aux  truffes.§' 


*  Oh  1  how  touchuig  !  Oli !  how  sublime. 

f  Let  us  die  dearest. 

X  But  to  what  purpose  my  angel  kill  ourselves? 

$  Let  us  go  and  cat  a  truffled  partridge  at  '1  ortoni's. 
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*'  *  Avec  bocoop  dee  pomb  dee  terre  et  oone* 
"  plumb  pudding,' — drawls  out  Madame  TAng- 
"  laise,  car  Tapp^tit  de  ces  dames  la  se  renouvelle 
"  aussi  rapidement  que  les  idees  des  Francais,t 
"  and  thus  the  direful  business  would  conclude, 
*•  — chez  le  Restaurant. 

♦*  Unluckily,  our  Frenchman  having  addressed 
"his  *  Mourons  ma  douce  amie,'  to  one  of  his 
*'  mousseuse  country  women  from  the  land  of 
"  Champagne,  she,  in  a  fit  of  enthusiasm,  which 

"  will   not  bear   reflection,   snatches not  her 

**  vulgar  garters but  her  sash  of  celestial  blue 

"  from  her  taper  waist,  and  the  lovers,  being  by 
**  mutual  consent  linked  together  with  a  true 
«'  lover's  knot,  dash  themselves  from  the  very  tip 
*•  top  of  a  rock,  into  the  ingulphing  stream  be- 
•*  neath!  !! 

"  Now,  if  any    kind   goat-herd    should  be  at 

*  With  plenty  of  potatoes  and  plumb  pudding. 
t  For  llip   digestion   ol  tliese    ladies  is   as  wounderiuDy  rapid   as 
the  ideas  of  a  Frcnchnian. 
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*'  hand  to  break  their  fall,  and  also  a  priest  to 
**  marry  them,  then  might  such  a  loving  couple, 
**  safely  count  on  Heaven,  as  their  future  inhe- 
"  ritance,  according  to  the  old  saying,  *  cuck- 
"  olds,  &c.  &c. 

"  Let  us  hope,  that  the  same  mercy  may  be 
*'  awarded  to  the  leaping  lovers.  The  French- 
*'  women  love  like  men, vigorously  and  madly,  but 
"  seldom  with  voluptuousness.  Love  in  happy 
*'  organized  minds  should  play  three  parts  or  cha- 
*'  racters,  the  first  is  all  enthusiasm,  rapture,  fire, 
'*  delirium.  The  second  stage  is  capable  of 
"  communicating  as  much  happiness  as  mortals 
**  are  permitted  to  enjoy  on  earth,  and  this  second 
"  stage  of  love  the  French  do  not  understand — 
*'  ils  sont  tropsvifs. 

"  From  the  whirlwind  of  maddening  fire,  they 
"  suddenly  grow  exhausted,  and  pass  on  to  the 
*'  third  stage,  qui  est  plutot  la  douce  aniitife  que 
"  Tamour ;  whilst  the  second  stage  in  hearts  that 
"  can  feel,  and  understand   its  luxury,  is  the  ray 

Vol.  m.  Y 
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"  of  light,  that  affords  a  glimpse  of  Heaven  and 
"  its  brightest  visions,  where  thought  meets 
"  thought,  and  each  moment  discovers  some  new 
"  sympathy  of  taste  or  fancy  that  serves  to  link 
"  and  concentrate  the  union  of  two  hearts  in  such 
**  glowing  harmony,  that  the  indulgence  of  the 
"  earthly  passion,  loses  the  stamp  and  charac- 
"  ter  of  gross  appetite;  and  mingling  with  every 
**  pulsation  of  the  system,  it  dreams  of  no  selfish 
"  wish,  nor  covets  more  happiness  than  can  be 
"  mutually  shared. 

"  Memory  may  sweetly  dwell  on  this  second 
"  stage  to  sooth  the  long  interval  of  dull  every  day 
*'  life. 

"  Then  follows,  or  should  follow  the  third  and 
'*  last  stage,  sealing  the  contract  and  bond  of 
*'  eternal  faith,  under  all  and  every  future  misfor- 
*'  tune. 

**  Let  the  world  frown,  or  sickness,  age,  and 
"  want  overtake  us,  the  face  we  have  loved  in 
"  youth,  the  features  that  past  happiness  have 
"  stamped  upon  our  memory,  may  still  beam  on 
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"  US  with  smiles,  and  hover  round  our  death  bed 
'*  to  whisper  hopes  of  our  reunion,  where  sick- 
"  ness  can  chill  no  more. — But  I  am  growing 
"  serious,  which  is  the  greatest  nonsense  in  the 
"  world. 

"  Lord  Ricketty  is  in  Paris,  I  often  meet  him, 
**  he  is  sensible  and  polite,  and  is  as  much  liked, 
"  as  cold  men  in  general.  What  a  misfortune 
"  it  must  be  to  be  cold  hearted,  and  obliged 
"  to  gamble,  or  commit  suicide  for  a  sti- 
•*  mulus.  Such  a  man  must  be  surely  of  a 
"  lower  and  inferior  creation.  But  then  the  di- 
**  gestion  goes  on  the  better  for  it,  which  is  some- 
"  thing.  For  my  part,  instead  of  hating  a  cold 
**  hearted  person,  I  feel  often  disposed  ^  to  pity 
"  him,  be  he  whom  he  may,  knowing  how  flat, 
**  stale,  and  unprofitable,  every  thing  must  be  to 
**  the  poor  statue,  whose  heart  cannot  glow  with 
**  pity,  love,  or  benevolence.  True,  the  man  who 
"  has  no  heart,  cannot  be  said  to  suffer  from  the 
"  heart-ache,  but  then  vegetating  is  so  inferior  to 
*•  warm,  glowing  sensations,  that  I  should  pity  tlie 
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"  mere  vegetating  digester,  though  he  possessed 
"  health,  youth,  and  riches,  while  I  had  nothing 
*'  left  me  but  my  energies  of  feelings,  with  pen, 
"  ink,  and  a  little  foolscap,  pour  tout  bien. 

**  Lord  Ricketty,  from  being  a  gambler  and  a 
"  profligate,  given  to  cold  studied  debaucheries 
"  and  vices  of  the  blood,  having  some  sense,  and 
"  some  ambition  to  shine  in  the  senate,  made  up 
"  to  a  minister's  daughter,  whose  father  stipula- 
'*  ted  that  he  should  say  his  prayers ,  and  so  his 
"  Lordship  tried  devotion. 

"  De  quoi  n'est  point  capable  un  courtisan 
"  dans  la  vue  de  sa  fortune,  si,  pour  ne  pas  man- 
**  quer,  il  devient  devot?* 

"  H'iwever,  his  new  calling  being  praisewor- 
"  thy,  we  have  nothing  to  do  with  it,  provided 
"  he  has  paid  his  old  tavern  bills,  and  his  running 
"  accounts,  at  all  the  houses  of  ill  fame,  which  he 
**  was  in  the  habit  of  frequenting,  while  in  Lon- 
"  don ;  but  as  to  his  talents,  though  fair,   they 

*  What  would  not  ii  couiticr  he  capable  of,  wlm,  as  a  matter  of 
policy  becomes  a  rievol  r 
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*'  will  never  rise  much  above  flat  mediocrity,  ow- 
"  ing  to  the  dryness  of  his  heart,  and  the  coldness 
"  of  his  imagination. 

**  A  cold  hearted  man,  without  imagination, 
"  may  yet  be  capable  of  many  things,  but  there 
"are  some  he  has  no  chance  of  accomplishing. — 
"  1  will  tell  you,  Clara,  in  what  the  cold  man, 
"  who  wants  imagination,  must  fail.  He  shall 
*'  not  be  popular  with  women,  or  generally  suc- 
*'  cessful.  He  shall  not  be  able  to  write  a  good 
"  comedy,  or  speak  to  the  hearts  and  feelings  of 
**  the  people,  no  matter  how  much  Latin  he  has 
"  got  in  his  head.  He  shall  not  be  beloved  or 
"  lamented  by  weeping  survivors,  even  when  his 
"  deeds  shall  have  saved  a  nation's  glory,  and 
"  earned  for  him  monuments  and  statues  all  over 
*'  the  world.  He  shall  not  enjoy,  or  communicate 
•*  the  highest  degree;  of  happiness  that  lovers  are 
"permitted  to  experience  He  shall  not  even 
"  guess,  or  dream  of  so  much  pleasure  as  can 
"  make  an  hour  pay  us  tor  an  age  of  ennui,  and 
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**  last  not  least,  he  shall  never  write  a  good  novel 
"  to  the  latest  hour  of  his  life. 

•'  I  have  been  alluding  to  that  miserable  thing  a 
"  man,  without  either  heart  or  imagination,  since 
"  the  latter  alone  goes  far  with  regard  to  male 
"  conquests.  Extreme  warmth  of  heart  is  by  no 
"  means  necessary  to  secure  them  in  abundance, 
"  c*est  rimagination  qu'il  faut  pour  embellir  Ta- 
'*  mour  ?*  And  if  besides  a  romantic  disposition, 
"  he  possesses  sweetness  of  temper,  lively  wit, 
"  strong  sensibility  of  momentary  impressions, 
"  spontaneous  generosity  and  a  fine  countenance, 
"  real  steady  warmth  of  heart  is  quite  unnecessa- 
**  ry  to  his  perfect  success  in  exciting  the  passions, 
"  — the  love  as  it  is  called,  of  woman. 

"  But  friendship  and  the  esteem  that  lasts  for 
"  ever,  surviving  youth  and  beauty,  can  only  be 
**  bought  with  heart;  we  must  have  heart  for 
"  our  hearts,  else  out  of  our  former  familiarity  is 
**  bred   contempt.      Heart   is   better  than   head, 

♦It  is  imagination  only  that  can  einbellish  love. 
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"  though  the  latter  goes  farthest  in  regard  to 
"  being  successful  with  woman.  Head  and 
"  heart  united  form  rare  perfections,  to  be  adored 
"  by  all  who  are  good  judges;  but  when  a  mise- 
"  rable  man  possesses  neither,  and  is  thus  disqua- 
"  lified  from  the  solid  enjoyment  of  real  friend- 
*'  ship,  or  the  wild  illusions  of  love,  which 
"  though  transitory,  are  worth  an  age  of  common 
"  apathetic  life,— when  this  poor  animal,  whom 
"  we  will  surname  Ricketty,  appears  at  the  bar 
"  of  Heavens  high  chancery,  he  will  be  served 
"  like  Madame  Vestris  in  Giovanni — sent  back 
*•  again — comme  homme  qui  d^shonore  la  corde 
"  — as  unfit  for  either  the  regions  below  or 
"  above. 

"  We  often  meet  the  Irish  Earl  of  Do-little, 
"  who  appears  to  me  to  be  one  of  the  most  ob- 
"  liging,  unaffected  bonasse  noblemen  that  I  have 
"  seen  in  Paris. 

"  Monsieur  le  Due  de  Beaumont  goes  riding 
'*  and  bowing  about  the  world,  exactly  as  usual, 
"  not  a  wit  happier  at  the  court  of  Charles  the 
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*'  Tenth  as  I  am  told,  than  he  was  in  Hussars  the 
"  Tenth,  studying  economy  in  his  dreary  bar- 
"  rack-room  at  Brighton.  His  Grace  is  not  very 
*•  popular,  but  I  for  my  part  shall  always  feel  a 
"  high  respect  for  a  man  who  evinced  so  much 
"  real  nobility  of  character  in  adversity,  as  the 
"  Duke  did,  during  his  long  emigration  in  En- 
"  gland,  where  spite  of  that  cruel  tempter  po- 
*•  verty,  De  Beaumont  had  the  firmness  to  perse- 
"  vere  in  one  steady  line  of  good  conduct,  so  as 
"  to  avoid  a  shadow  of  obligation;  ever  preserv- 
**  ing  the  dignity  and  independence  which  be- 
"  came  his  high  birth,  and  though  lodging  in 
"  the  third  story,  looked  and  ffeTt  like  a  Prince, 
"  and  thus  obtained  from  all  classes  the  deference 
"  due  to  his  high  respectability. 

"  It  may,  perhaps,  be  remarked  that  such  un- 
"  usual  prudence  in  early  youth,  argues  coldness 
*•  of  heart,  but  let  us  not  lose  sight  of  the  pecu- 
"  liar  misfortunes,  to  which  a  proud  young  noble- 
**  man  was  exposed,  and  remember  that  maturity 
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"  of  thought  and  judgment  is  early  acquired  in 
'*  the  school  of  adversity. 

"  De  Beaumont  disliked  pity,  for  he  was  not 
'*  born  to  court  the  smiles  of  fortune ;  but  in  se- 
"  cret,  he  could  feel,  and  deeply  too ;  thus  was 
"  his  spirit  bowed  down,  and  his  health  destroy- 
"  ed.  •  My  heart  can  but  break,  and  it  shall 
**  never  bend,*  thought  the  handsome,  but  me- 
"  lancholy  young  Duke. 

•*  Only  once  during  his  tedious  emigration  had 
"  he  a  chance  of  emerging  from  the  dull  monoto- 
'*  ny  which  hard  fate  had  inflicted  on  his  noble 
'*  house,  and  on  that  occasion,  if  we  are  to  believe 
'*  his  commanding  officer,  De  Beaumont's  metal 
"  deserved  not  the  name  of  coldness. 

"  Nor  can  we  now  judge  what  he  might  have 

"  been,  for  the  genuine  spirit  of  the  Duke  has 

"  pined,  and  been  subdued  by  a  life  of  severe  pri- 

"  vation,  acting  on  a  bilious   irritable  tempera- 

**  ment,   so  t4iat   his  Grace  was   restored  to   his 

'*  rights  too  late  for  the  enjoyment  of  his  original 

'*  energy. 

Vol.  III.  z 
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**  And  then  he  married  a  fool!! — Now  Heaven 
"  defend  any  man,  and  above  all,  one  whose  tired 
**  spirit  requires  domestic  rest— from  marrying  a 
"  fool ! ! 

"  The  Count  Rough-enough,  has  been  here 
**  some  time.  Madame  St.  B6tise  cannot  endure 
**  him,  and  proclaims  every  where  that  even 
**  *  Charity,*  that  Heaven  born  maid,  could  not 
"  discover  a  single  attraction,  in  either  his  mind 
"  or  person.  I  particularly  admire  his  riding, 
"  nevertheless,  and  believe  him  both  delicate  and 
"  high-minded,  with  regard  to  certain  punctilious 
**  points  of  honor;  indeed,  in  one  particular  in- 
"  stance  I  have  ascertained  that  he  can  be  scrupu- 

"  lously  so. A  German  anecdote  is  related  of 

"  his  early  youth,   which  may  perhaps,  amuse 
"  you,  whether  true  or  false  I  know  not 

"  The  village  of  Freyback,  situated  about  three 
miles  from  Jusprunk,  is  said  to  contain  the  pret- 
tiest and  most  virtuous  girls  in  all  Germany. 

"  It  happened   one  summer's  evening,    when 
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Count  Rough-enough  was  a  lad,  that  he  presided 
at  the  table  of  a  party  of  dashing  officers,  and 
they  broke  up  the  gay  banquet  in  high  spirit,  for 
noisy  mirth.  At  the  suggestion  of  the  young 
Count,  they  all  mounted  their  horses  and  gallop- 
ped  towards  Freyback.  As  they  approached  the 
village,  their  boisterous  merriment  frightened 
some  young  girls,  vvho  were  employed  near  a 
fountain,  and  who  betook  themselves  hastily  to 
flight. 

*'  'What  a  set  of  little  wild  birds,'  observed  one 
of  the  young  officers. 

"  *  I  will  undertake  to  tame  them,'  said  the 
Count  gallopping  after  them. 

**  *  You  are  not  going  to  have  all  that  sport  to 
yourself,'  exclaimed  the  whole  party  at  once. 

"  *  Fairly  spoken,*  cried  the  Count,  *  let  us 
lay  our  heads  together,  and  make  a  regular  plan 
of  attack,  for  if  we  continue  thus  to  gallop  after, 
and  frighten  these  pretty  girls,  we  shall  never  be 
permitted  to  ascertain  how  far  they  merit  their 
high  reputation.' 
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*'  *  Spoken  like  an  oracle,'  said  the  Lieutenant. 
"  In  a  few  minutes  every  thing  was  arranged. 
Having  rode  back  to  Jusprunk,  for  such  necessa- 
ries as  they  might  require,  they  returned  to  the 
village,  where  they  established  themselves  in  the 
best  inn  they  could  find,  and  gave  out  that  they 
had  taken  up  their  abode  at  Freyback  for  a  few 
days,  in  order  to  breathe  the  pure  air  of  the 
country. 

**  On  the  following  morning  they  wandered 
about  the  neighbouring  fields,  with  a  book  in 
their  hands,  and  in  the  evening  joined  the  group 
of  merry  villagers,  as  they  assembled  at  their 
doors  to  dance  or  repose,  after  the  fatigue  of 
their  day's  labour. 

"  Before  the  third  day  of  their  sojourn  at  Frey- 
back had  closed,  each  youth  hud  made  his  elec- 
tion, and  every  art  was  put  in  practice  to  seduce 
the  innocence  of  these  simple  village  girls; — 
presents,  flattery,  oaths,  promises,  in  fact  nothing 
was  omitted. 

"  In  the  course  of  a  week  all  had  succeeded,  or 
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pretended  to  have  succeeded,  with  the  exception 
of  the  Count,  who  acknowledged  he  had  failed. 
His  companions  rated  him  most  unniercifuliv  on 
his  bad  success,  which  so  irritated  his  temper, 
that  he  became  furious,  and  determined  to  sur- 
mount every  difficulty.  Vain,  however,  were  all 
his  efforts,  and  in  a  phrenzy  of  passion,  the  poor 
girl,  whom  he  had  chosen  for  his  pleasure  and 
amusement,  was  loaded  with  abuse,  and  perhaps 
had  become  the  victim  of  brutal  violence,  had 
not  her  cries  been  overheard  by  some  of  her 
friends,  who  were  at  work  in  the  next  field,  and 
who,  forcing  her  from  the  arms  of  the  young 
Count,  conducted  her  home  in  safety. 

"  This  adventure  was  soon  known  at  Frey- 
back,  where  the  presence  of  five  or  six  gay  young 
profligates,  who  passed  the  chief  of  their  time  in 
courting  tlie  prettiest  girls  of  the  village,  had  al- 
ready excited  much  jealousy  and  annoyance; 
but  the  ill-treatment  which  the  young  peasant 
girl  had  received,  determined  them  to  punish  these 
heroes  in  an  exemplary  manner,  and  such  was 


174  CLARA^GAZUL. 

the  violence  of  their  indignation,  that  they  forgot 
to  separate  the  offender  from  the  rest  of  his  com- 
panions, who  had  severely  blamed  him  for  his 
violence. 

"  On  the  evening  of  the  same  day,  the  Count 
and  his  party  indulged  themselves  to  excess,  in 
the  pleasures  of  the  table,  and  during  the  repast, 
they  were  surprised  by  the  sudden  entrance  of 
the  young  girl  who  had  been  his  Lordship's 
choice — she  appeared  to  be  in  violent  alarm,  and 
implored  them  to  hasten  out  of  the  village,  adding 
*  the  lads  of  this  country  are  arming  them- 
selves with  sticks  and  other  offensive  weapons, 
having  sworn  to  murder  you  all;  you  are  not 
strong  enough  to  defend  yourselves,  therefore  for 
Heaven's  sake  fly  this  instant.' 

"  The  girl's  advice  was,  at  first,  only  answered 
by  a  few  frothy  jokes,  but  she  had  no  sooner 
taken  her  departure,  than  their  late  buoyant  gaiety 
of  spirit,  began  to  fail  them. 

*'  In  a  few  moments,  all,  except  the  Count, 
professed  to  be  of  one  mind,  namely,  that   there 
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could  be  no  disgrace  in  retiring  before  a  superior 
force,  especially  where  defeat,  destitute  of  glory 
or  renown,  was  certain. 

'*  The  Count  was  much  annoyed,  but  finding 
the  rest  bent  on  saddling  their  horses  with  all  con- 
venient speed,  he  hung  down  his  head,  and  at 
length  followed  their  example. 

"  Luckily  was  it  for  these  gallant  heroes  that 
they  lost  no  time,  since  a  very  few  moments  after 
their  departure,  the  inn  was  attacked  by  a  furious 
mob  of  armed  countrymen,  who  resolved  to  pu- 
nish these  hussars  without  measure  or  mercy. 

**  On  their  return  to  Jusprunk,  the  young 
Count,  much  to  the  annoyance  of  his  companions, 
related  every  thing  that  had  occurred  to  a  very 
large  party,  who  conceived  their  own  credit  to 
have  been  somewhat  compromised,  by  the  retreat 
of  their  brother  officers,  before  a  troop  of  vile  pea- 
sants. 

In  order  to  wash  out  the  stain  which  they  fan- 
cied had  been  thus  incurred,  more  than  twenty  of 
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them  went  forth    on  the  following  day,   and  en- 
tered Freyback. 

**  It  was  on  a  Sunday,  and  the  peasants  were 
enjoying  the  merry  dance  in  an  orchard  adjoin- 
ing the  village. 

"  Our  military  heroes  galloped  in  amongst  them, 
upsetting  men,  women,  and  children.  Many  were 
seriously  hurt  during  the  immediate  surprise; 
after  which,  the  men  becoming  furious,  seized 
hold  of  every  defensive  weapon  they  could  lay 
their  hands  on,  attacked  our  military  right  and 
left,  threw  stones  at  them,  knocked  one  off  his 
horse,  and  trampled  on  another. 

<*  The  officers  now  unsheathed  their  sabres, 
at  sight  of  which,  the  alarmed  peasantry,  half 
frightened  out  of  their  senses,  abandoned  the 
field  of  battle  to  a  man. 

"  The  hussars  having  remained  long  enough  on 
the  spot,  to  establish  their  mighty  victory,  re- 
turned to  Jusprunk,  their  head  quarters,  delight- 
ed with  that  day's  very  honorable  exploit! ! 
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•'  But  my  dear  Clara,  you  see  I  am  writing  a 
*'  volume  to  make  amends  for  my  long  silence.  Be- 
*'  fore  I  conclude,  however,  I  must  make  you  ac- 
*'  quainted  with  afriend  of  ours,  now  on  a  visit  in 
"  this  gay  metropolis ;  a  most  amiable  and  unas- 
"  suming  character,  belonging  to  the  King  of 
**  England's  household,  General  Hawthorn, 
**  whose  modest  worth  is  unknown,  and  conse- 
"  quently  not  appreciated.  General  Hawthorn 
'*  once  upon  a  time  fell  desperately  in  love  with 
"  the  daughter  of  an  honest  Swiss  officer.  *  Fan- 
•'  ny,'  for  so  was  the  fair  one  named,  cared  but 
"  little  for  the  General  or  his  love,  but  they  used 
'*  to  take  sentimental  walks  together,  *  over  the 
"  hills   and  far  away.* 

"  The  General  compared  Fanny's  eyes  of  azure 
"  blue  to  the  starry  heavens,  but  never  told 
"  his  love.  It  mattered  not,  since  Fanny  read 
**  what  was  passing  in  his  heart,  and  pitied  him. 
"  She  was  a  gentle  tender  soul,  and  pitied  every 
"  body    when  they  were  less  blithe  and   happy 
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*'  than  herself.  She  is  dead  now,  poor  pretty 
"  Fanny ! — and  her  blue  laughing  eyes  are  closed ; 
"  — her  bright  coral  lips,  and  her  teeth  so  bril- 
*'  liant,  her  dimple  that  was  refreshing  to  look 
"  on,  softening  the  happy  countenance  where 
"  mirth  was  tempered  by  benevolence,  what  is  it 

"  now  ? let  us  pass  on  to  the  General's  anec- 

"  dote. 

"  Fanny  was  too  gentle  to  bear  rebuke— her  Swiss 
**  father  was  too  severe,  and  so  one  day  she  ran 
**  away  from  him  to  wander  distractedly  through 
**  the  streets  of  London.  Perhaps  she  would 
"  have  committed  suicide.— Being  in  great  despair 
"  towards  evening,  hungry,  fatigued,  pennyless, 
"  and  homeless,  for  she  dared  not  at  that  hour  re- 
"  turn  to  her  father,  she  bent  her  steps  towards 
"  the  Strand  with  some  vague  idea  of  the  Thames, 
**  flitting  across  her  distracted  brain. 

"  At  this  moment  she  came  in  contact  with  this 
"  amiable  General,  who  was  proceeding  home- 
"  wards  on  foot,  from  the  United  Service  Club 
"  House  :  I    love  to  be  particular.     This,  indeed. 
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"  was  a  happy  rencontre  for  poor  Fanny,  who  with 
"  many  tears  related  her  story  to  her  very  aftec- 
"  tionate  acquaintance,  declaring  she  would  never 
"  return  to  her  unhappy  home. 

**  The  beautiful  Fanny  whom  the  General  had 
"  so  long  sighed  for,  was  now  ready  to  place 
"  herself  under  his  protection,  nay,  he  had  no 
"  choice,  but  must  needs  conduct  her  to  his  own 
**  house  where  she  remained  for  four  days  and 
**  nights,  during  which  time  the  noble  hearted 
"  Englishman,  was  indefatigable  in  his  endea- 
*'  vours  to  promote  a  reconciliation  between  Fan- 
"  ny  and  her  parents,  which  he  at  length  effected, 
"  and  restored  her  to  her  father's  arms  as  pure  as 
*'  she  had  been  when  she  left  his  protection. 

"  While  Fanny  had  remained  in  the  General's 
"  house,  he  had  lodged  her  in  his  own  apart- 
"  ments,  giving  her  the  entire  possession  of  them, 
*'  and  only  visiting  her  for  a  moment  during  her 
**  breakfast  hour. 

**  *  I  could  not  take  advantage  of  your  un- 
**  protected  situation,'  said  the  General  to  Fanny 
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'*  at  parting,  'but  when  you  are  free  to  make 
"  your  own  unbiassed  election,  should  you,  con- 
"  trary  to  my  advice,  determine  to  accept  the 
"  protection  of  a  lover,  I  will  behave  to  you  as  a 
*'  gentleman,  although  I  sJiall  probably  never 
"  marry  any  woman.' 

*'  I  feel  a  pleasure  in  making  this  excellent 
*«  trait  known  of  a  man  so  shy  and  humble,  yet 
"  so  truly  noble  in  his  principles  as  General  Haw- 
"  thorn,  because  it  so  happens  that  I  can  posi- 
*'  tively  vouch  for  the  truth  of  the. above  statement. 

"  Lord  and  Lady  Strongtower  have  been  here 
*•  some  time,  we  meet  them  every  where.  His 
"  Lordship  is  a  very  good  English  Lord,  not  fool 
"  enough  for  a  Sir  John,  which  generally  speaking 
"  belongs  to  a  still  lower  rank  in  the  scale  of  in- 
"  tellect,  as  well  as  in  heraldry. 

"  A  Sir  John  is  a but  I  will  tell  you  what 

"  a  Sir  John  is,  some  other  day  ;  now  as  to  an 
"  English  lord,  when  I  speak  of  his  usual  attri- 
**  butes,  I  am  of  course  not  laying  down  a 
"  rule  without  an  exception. 
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"  There  are  lords  above  par,  and  there  are 
"  lords  below  par,  who  are  sometimes  mistaken 
•'  for  Sir  Johns;  this  latter  breed  may  be  found 
*'  mixing  with  wiser  men  at  Boodle's  club-house. 

—Boodle  and  Xoodle  ! ! ! 

**  But  a  very  fair  specimen  of  a  good  genuine 
"  English  lord  of  true  birth,  growth,  manners, 
"  and  education,  is  the  noble  Lord  Strong-tower. 
*'  Without  adding  a  ray  of  wit,  or  intellect,  or 
**  impudence,  there  stands  a  good  proper  lord, 
"  and  if  you  knew  him  it  would  be  unnecessary 
**  to  say  another  word  on  the  subject,  but  as  that 
"  is  not  the  case,  I  will  give  you  the  list  of  neces- 
"  sary  ingredients  to  form  a  true  English  lord. 

"  He  must  be  a  member  of  Boodle's  and 
"  Brooks's. 

"  He  should,  by  rights,  possess  a  cold  heart, 
**  with  a  superabundance  of  such  civil  reserve  as 
"  shall  defy  criticism,  and  effectually  conceal 
"  from  the  world  the  glare  of  his  ignorance. 

'*  He  ought  to  have  a  roman  nose; — good  nails 
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"  are  indispensable.  He  must  write  a  fashionable 
"  hand,  to  conceal  that  his  i's  are  often  misplaced 
**  for  e*s,  and  vice  vers&,  also  various  other  little 
"  errors.  His  lordship  must  do  three  things  in 
"  perfection,  viz,  fold  a  letter,  tie  a  neckcloth, 
"  and  remember  people's  names  and  titles.  He 
"  loses  caste  by  uttering  a  single  *  Mr.  What  do 
"  you  call  it.' 

"  He  should  be  a  member  of  the  senate  too, 
*'  and  once  in  his  life  he  should  move  the  house, 
*'  its  members  rather ;  *  moving  the  house,'  is 
<*  nonsense,  but  nonsense  is  what  moves  the 
"  members  homewards, — and  this  move  is  all 
"  that  is  rigorously  necessary.  He  must  give  his 
**  tenants  beer  and  beef  on  Christmas  day,  and 
**  pay  his  debts.  He  must  not  be  dishonorable, 
•*  except  slyly  and  decorously.  He  must  be  any- 
"  thing  but  vulgar  or  demonstrative. 

*'  He  must  love  both  church  and  state,  his 
"  stud,  his  claret,  (soberly)  his  king,  and  all  the 
**  royal  family,  his  dogs  and  wife.  I  have 
"  stretched  a  point  rather  than  do  the  king,  God 
"  bless  him,  such  wrong  as  place  him  last,  no 
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*'  matter  which  might  be  first  in  the  Fnglish 
«*  lord's  esteem.  But  king,  church,  state,  stud, 
"  and  dogs,  are  all  esteemed  by  the  right  genuine 
'*  lord,  who  eats,  and  walks,  and  smiles,  rides,  and 
"  reads  the  news-papers; — is  faithful  to  his  strap- 
*'  ping  spouse,  and  a  bore;  despising  all  men  of 
"  imagination ;  as  well  as  the  continent,  the  ac- 
"  tresses,  the  ballet,  and  the  dancing  which  he 
**  protests  to  his  daughters  are  all  obscenity.  The 
"  protestation,  whether  true  or  false,  he  hopes 
"  may  answer  every  moral  purpose,  and  lead 
"  them  up  to  Heaven. 

"  Thus  he  eats,  and  sleeps,  and  smiles,  and 
*•  bows,  and  eats,  and  sleeps  again,  till  after  some 
•'  seventy  years  of  gentle  vegetation,  the  good 
*'  man  dies,  and  would  be  lamented,  but  that  it  is 
*<  so  difficult  to  recollect  him,  owing  to  the  vast 
"  number  of  those  sort  of  people  who  remain  be- 
"  hind,  to  puzzle  and  confuse  us. 

*  The  weather  is  dull  and  gloomy  here,  and 
**  I  envy  your  delicious  Neapolitan  climate  ;  Ga- 
*'  lignani  too,  is  as  dull  as  the  weather.  A 
**  French   gentleman   asked   him  the  other  day. 
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*'*pourquoi  (liable/    he    printed  such    a  stupid 
*'  paper? 

"  *  Why  you  see.  Sir,  we  must  give  something 
'*  Hght  for  the  hidies,*  rephed  the  handsome 
"  Galignani.  To  do  the  Httle  man's  face  but  jus- 
"  tic«,  'tis  a  good  face. 

"  *  Comment  done  ?"  retorted  the  Frenchman, 
**  *  tout  cela  n'est  point  leger  du  tout,  c'est  lourd 
**  au  contraire  comme  du  plomb.** 

"  The  hardest  readers  and  the  deepest  scholars 
"  require  to  unbend  the  mind  by  occasional  re- 
*'  creation  and  so  the  grave  English  Counsellor 
"  Evolsert,  last  week,  did  cut  his  chambers,  and 
♦*  his  parchments  and  came  to  Paris  to  cut 
•*  capers. 

**  As  the  powdered  and  learned  gentleman  is  a 
'*  friend  of  my  family,  I  took  the  liberty  of 
"  making  myself  rather  merry  the  other  night 
"  at  his  expence.  It  was  at  a  ball  we  gave,  and 
"  strange  but  true,  owing  to   his   retired  habits, 

*  What ! — Do  30U  call  that  light  ? — It  is  as  heavy  as  lead. 
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*'  Evolsert  witnessed  a  true  German  waltz  on 
"  that  evening  for  the  very  first  time  in  his  life. 
"  He  was   astonished  and  appeared  to  feel  odd 

**  sensations  mixed   with  his  delight exclaim- 

"  ing  with  a  sort  of  a  sheepish  blush, — *  Bless  us ! ! 
**  dear  me!!!  ah  sweet!!!  delight-f-u-1 ! !  Why 
**  it  is  quite  luxurious ! ! 

"  *  Come  hither  Mr.  Evolsert/  said  I,  seizing 
"  this  truly  respectable,  and  highly  powdered 
"  gentleman  by  the  shoulder,  in  the  presence  of  a 
"  numerous  assembly ;  *  come  here  Mr.  Evol- 
"  sert,'  twirling  the  good  man  round  about,  *  you 
"  must  have  a  waltz  of  course,  since  you  are 
"  come  to  Paris, — every  body  waltzes  here,  Wil- 
"  berforce,  the  Bishop  of  London,  Lord  Eldon, 
*•  and  all  of  them.  We  make  them  waltz  here 
"  Mr.  Evolsert,  whether  they  will  or  not' 

"  *  Dear  me ! !  you  don't  say  so,'  said  the  great 
"  scholar,  his  countenance  expressing  surprise 
"  and  affright,  spite  of  his  efforts  to  conceal  his 
"  real   dismay   under   an    affected    laugh,   as     I 
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"  sailed  round  and  round,  lugging  the  good  man 
**  after  me. 

"  'Ah I'  said  he,  'is  that  the  step? — beg  par- 
"  don — have  torn  your  dress — oh  ! — ah ! !  I  begin 
"  to  get  into  it — bless  me ! !  how  curious — one — 
"  two — three — one  two — three,  warm  work  too,' 
"  and  he  snatched  his  handkerchief  from  his 
"  breast  to  take  a  hasty  wipe  at  his  face. 

*•  One,  two,  three ;  one,  two,  three;  one,  two, 
"  three  ;*  I  vociferated,  stamping  my  foot. 

"  The  Marchioness  St.  B^tise,  was  expiring 
"  with  laughter.  I  persevered  in  dragging  the 
"  good  counsellor  round  the  room  out  of  all 
"  tune  or  triple  time,  who,  though  profusely 
*'  perspiring  with  heat  and  affright,  continued 
"  zealously  to  do  his  best,  while,  I  not  satisfied 
*'  with  puzzling  him  with  the  regular  waltz 
"  step,  which  he  was  just  beginning  in  a  remote 
*'  degree  to  understand,  now  began  to  shew 
"  off  stage  attitudes  with  him — desiring  him 
"  to  pop  his  head,  or  his  1^,  or  his  arm  here. 
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"  and  there,  and  every  where,  in  order  to  display 
**  the  graces  of  the  dance  in  perfection. 

«*Ah!  that's  grand'.!  that's  very  fine,'  ob- 
"  served  the  patient  sufferer,  as  he  sprawled, 
"  kicked,  or  nodded  his  powdered  head  obedient 
"  to  my  commands, — as  far  as  he  understood 
"  them. 

"  *  But!'  sighed  out  the  learned  man  at  last, 
"  when  quite  exhausted,  '  but  my  sweet  charm- 
"  ing,  merry  Lady  DrognichiefF,  had  we  not 
**  better  wave  all  these  very  difficult  fantastic 
"  graces,  until  I  have  got  into  the  plain  step  a 
"little?' 

"  *  One,  upon  the  flat  foot,  then  two  three,  on 
"  the  very  points  of  your  toes,  thus,'  said  I, 
"  stamping  and  entirely  disregarding  the  poor 
"  discomfited  lawyer's  humble  petition. 

"*  Erect!!  stiffen  your  knees,'  I  exclaimed, 
"  but  this  time,  I  unfortunately  was  too  demon- 
"  strative,  and  in  his  humble  but  zealous  imita- 
"  tion,  the  poor  counsellor  erected  himself  to  such 
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*'  a  perpendicular,  that  his  powdered  head  came 
*'  in  contact  with  my  Greek  chandelier ! ! 

**  *  Mercy  on  me  !  !  I  believe  I  am  killed,* 
**  said  my  poor  pupil,  staggering  towards  a  ca- 
"  nape. 

'*  I  was  shocked  of  course,  though  he  was  not 
**  much  hurt,  but  upon  the  whole  so  blouzed, 
"  giddy,  and  discomfited,  that  he  ordered  his 
"  carriage,  forswore  waltzing  for  life,  and  early 
**  the  next  morning  was  on  his  road  back  to  old 
*'  England.  Apropos  to  English  lawyers,  I  was 
•'  nearly  forgetting  to  inform  you.,  my  dear  CUra, 
*'  that  we  have  made  a  voyage  to  the  Isle  of 
"  Wight,  with  Monsieur  et  Madame  la  Marquise 
'*  St.  Betise,  and  I  must  tell  you  of  an  odd  adven- 
'*  ture  that  there  befel  me,  and  which  relates  to 
*'  another  counsellor. 

''  On  our  arrival  at  Cowes,  I  felt  myself  so  ex- 
"  tremely  fatigued,  that  I  was  obliged  to  forego 
"  the  pleasure  I  had  promised  myself  of  wander- 
**  ing  all  over  the  island,  and  visiting  Southamp- 
*'  ton,    with  my    husband,    and   the  St.   Betise' s. 
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"  However,  1  insisted  on  their  leaving  me  to  the 
"  care  of  my  femme  de  chambre,  and  my  foot- 
"  man  old  Francois,  and  with  much  difficulty  I  at 
*•  lengtli  prevailed  on  them  to  depart  without  me. 
"  On  the  following  evening,  feeling  myself  in 
"  rather  better  spirits,  I  ventured  to  stroll  along 
"  the  sands  till  I  was  fatigued,  when  I  seated  my- 
**  self  near  a  small  boat,  and  drawing  a  volanie 
"  of  Moliere's  Comedies  from  my  reticule,  began 
•'  to  enjoy  a  little  of  that  calm,  which  the  world 
"  cannot  give,  and  such  as  nervous  quick-silver 
•'  people,  like  myself,  can  only  hope  to  obtain  in 
"  a  tete-a-tete  with  their  own  thoughts. 

"  I  was  charmed  with  the  beautiful  prospect 
•*  around  me,  and  delighted  to  think  that  I 
'*  should  not  be  obliged  to  talk  to  any  matter-of- 
**  fact  person,  about  either  the  weather  or  any 
"  thing  else  lor  the  next  two  hours. 

"  While  examining  all  the  surrounding  beauties 
'*  of  the  neighbourhood  from  where  I  sat,  my  at- 
"  tention  was  at  length  attracted  by  a  little  di- 
**  minutive  figure,  which  appeared  to  me  from  the 
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"  distance  to  be  made  of  wood.  It  was  standing 
"  on  the  point  of  a  rock,  close  to  the  sea.  Sudden* 
**  ly  it  became  animated,  and  began  to  saw  the 
"  air  with  it's  little  hands,  making  the  most  vio- 
"  lent  gesticulations.  It  seemed  as  though  con- 
"  vulsed  with  over  excitement,  added  to  the  des- 
"  perate  exertions,  it  was  making. 

**  I  was  just  at  that  distance  to  leave  a  very 
**  slight  doubt  on  my  mind,  whether  this  was  in 
**  truth  a  human  being  in  a  phrenzy,  or  a  figure 
**  dressed  up  to  frighten  the  crows,  and  thus  agi- 
**  tated  by  the  wind.  I  was,  however,  more  dis- 
*'  posed  to  believe  that  it  was  a  slender  youth, 
"  who  in  a  furious  passion,  was  raving  and  swear- 
**  ing  to  the  waves. 

"  Something  like  vague  fear  stole  over  me,  in 
**  this  strange  land,  where  I  sat  for  the  first  time 
"  in  my  life,  and  alone  too,  and  as  the  evening 
"  lowered  I  was  coward  enough  to  bend  my 
"  steps  homewards  with  all  possible  swiftness, 
"  looking  behind  me  occasionally,  to  see  if  the 
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**  little  orator,   ghost,  or  hobgoblin  was  conihig 
"  after  me. 

"  Le  courage  va  et  vient.  The  best  of  us  are 
**  cowards  on  certain  days  and  at  certain  seasons. 
**  The  moment  I  was  safe  in  my  lodgings,  I  was 
"  seized  with  a  fit  of  laughing  at  the  recollection 
"  of  the  little  spit-fire  looking  figure  I  had  seen 
"  perched  upon  the  rock,  kicking,  and  stamping, 
"  and  opening  his  mouth :  what  added  to  my 
'*  amazement  was,  the  thought  (it  must  have 
"  been  almost  a  guess  at  that  distance)  that  the 
"  little  hero  wore  the  costume  of  a  London 
"  dandy.     It  was  surely  a  maniac  ! 

**  I  went  to  bed  to  dream  of  the  weird  sis- 
**  ters  in  Macbeth  ! 

"  So  withered  and  so  wild  in  their  attire 

♦•  That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  of  the  earlh 

'*  And  yet  are  on  it." 

"  Late  on  the  follow mg  evening,  I  desired  my 
"  woman  to  accompany  me  to  the  sands.  It 
"  was  a  lovely  but  sultry  moon-light  night.     We 
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•*  found  a  crowd  of  people  on  the  shore,  who  ap- 
"  peared  to  be  watching  a  little  boat  that  was  out 
"  at  sea.  As  we  approached  nearer,  we  heard  the 
"  sound  of  a  flute. 

"  They  were  the  sweetest  notes  I  ever  listened 
"  to, — their  soft  echo  vibrated  along  the  ocean.  I 
"  enquired  of  an  old  woman,  who  stood  near  us 
"  listening  with  all  her  ears,  if  the  charming 
"  musician  was  not  in  the  boat,  and  was  answer- 
"  ed  in  the  affirmative. 

"  *  And  who  is  he  ?'  said  my  maid  to  the  old 
"  woman,  who  replied,  *  that  he  was  a  stranger 
"  who  had  twice  before  charmed  the  inhabitants 
"  of  the  Isle,  with  his  music,  on  such  still  nights 
"  as  that,  when  not  a  breath  was  stirring.' 

"  *  And  is  he  alone  in  that  boat  pray  ?* 

"  *  I  believe  so,  he  has  never  been  seen  with  a 
"  companion,*   was  the  reply. 

"  *  How  long  has  he  been  here  ?' 

**  *  About  a  fortnight.' 

"  *  Where  does  he  live  ?' 

"  *  All  over  the  island.* 
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"  *  Is  he  old  or  young  ?* 

**  '  A  mere  stripling,  quite  a  lad,  and  the  most 
"  melancholy,  puny,  delicate,  transparent  thing 
**  that  can  be  imagined.' 

'*  The  old  woman's  description  reminded  me  of 
"  my  little  hobgoblin  of  the  rock.  "  Hush,'  said 
'*  my  maid,  *  the  music  has  ceased,  and  observe! — 
"  the  musician  is  rowing  himself  towards  the  land.' 

**  Though  I  felt  curious,  I  could  not  bring  my- 
"  self  to  run  a  race  with  my  woman,  in  order  to 
"  approach  the  lad,  so  I  merely  watched  his  land- 
"  ing  at  a  distance,  and  saw  him  wrap  an  elegant 
"  but  outr6  cloak  about  his  little  person.  He 
"  then  hastily  disappeared,  as  if  anxious  to  es- 
"  cape  observation. 

"  Nothing  occurred  to  me  that  in  the  least  re- 
"  sembled  an  adventure  for  the  next  five  or  six 
**  days,  when  having  passed  a  restless  night,  and 
*'  being  worn  out  with  vain  attempts  to  fall  asleep, 
"  with  an  unusual  ettbrt,  such  as  I  had  not  made 
"  for   years   before,   I   absolutely  accomplished, 
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*'  getting  dressed  and  ready  for  a  walk  before  six 
"  in  the  morning,  hoping  the  fresh  sea  breeze 
"  might  relieve  a  violent  head  ache.  I  so  seldom 
"  seethe  early  dawn,  that  I  was  quite  pleased  with 
**  my  courage ;  I  know  not  why  I  bent  my  steps 
"  towards  the  stump  of  wood,  where  I  had  rested 
"  on  my  first  arrival,  and  from  whence  I  had  seen 
"  the  little  figure  of  the  rock.  It  was  a  very  retired 
"  spot,  at  a  good  distance  from  any  habitation, 
**  but  the  scenery  about  it  was  enchanting.  What 
"  was  my  astonishment  at  observing  the  self-same 
"  little  figure  perched  on  the  same  rock,  exhibit- 
"  ing  the  very  same  antics,  as  though  he  had  ne- 
"  ver  moved  since  his  odd  gesticulations  had  so 
"frightened  me  six  days  before. 

"  This  island  is  surely  haunted  by  a  little 
•*  ghost,  thought  I  in  sober  earnest,  but  my  cou- 
"  rage  being  now  in  its  assiette  ordinaire,  I  was 
"  delighted  at  the  bare  possibility  of  communing 
"  with  a  spirit,  and  I  hoped  the  funny  little  ani- 
••  mal  might  turn  out  half  air,  half  witch,  or  what 
"  not — Curiosity     mastered    my    modesty — No 
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"  harm  in  following  up  a  ghost,  thought  I, 
"  as  I  moved  towards  him,  till  I  could  plainly 
"  distinguish  a  dandy  in  miniature,  who  looked 
"  as  if  he  had  been  j  ust  turned  out  of  a  band  box, 
"  with  white  kid  gloves,  and  a  full  blown  rose  in 
"  his  button-hole. 

"  The  gesticulations  he  made,  and  his  sawing  the 
"  air,  seemed  to  be  an  accompaniment  to  some 
"  energetic  oration :  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the 
"  waves,  just  as  if  he  had  been  in  a  furious  pas- 
"  sion  with  them.  Suddenly  he  appeared  to 
"  catch  a  glimpse  of  my  approaching  figure,  and 
"  the  next  moment  he  had  vanished,  with  the 
"  swiftness  of  lightning. 

"  I  was  determined,  even  at  the  risk  of  the 
*\  little  hobgoblin's  twisting  itself  round  njy 
"  throat,  and  strangling  me  like  a  cat,  or  a 
"  Lamb,  to  hold  communion  with  this  bloodless 
"  looking  live  thing,  for  which  purpose  I  decided 
"  upon  rising  at  a  still  earlier  hour  on  the  following 
**  morning,  and  actually  placing  myself  on  his 
"  ghostship's  own  rock. 
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'*  In  my  zeal,  I  contrived  to  be  on  my  watch 
"  by  half  past  five.  In  lesst^ian  ten  minutes  after 
"  1  was  seated  with  the  book  in  my  hand,  I  saw 
"  the  little  figure  commg  towards  me  with  his 
"  new  white  trowsersand  kid  gloves. 

"  'Tis  a  spirit,  thought  I,  for  what  mortal 
"  mixture  of  flesh  and  blood,  would  \year  such 
"  gay  ladies  kid  gloves,  at  six  in  the  morning  ? 
*'  As  he  drew  nearer,  I  observed  his  little  face  was 
"  pale  as  a  corpse. 

"  On  perceiving  me,  he  started  and  was  retir- 
"  i^g,  but  looking  at  me  again,  he  thought  better 
"  pf  it,  and  advanced  shyly  towards  me  ;  and  now 
"  lest  it  should  be  a  man  after  all,  and  not  a  spi- 
**  rit,  I  kept  my  eyes  modestly  fixed  on  my 
**  book. 

"  '  I  would  I  were  a  conjuror!' — said  he,  and 
"  he  paused. 

"  What!    are  you  only    a  conjuror  then?     I 
*'  asked,  in  a  tone  of  severe  disappointment 
**  *  I  wish  you    would   tell  me  what  you   are, 
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"  studying  so  early,'   said   the  little  bero,  and  he 
"  spoke  pragmatically  like  a  pedant 

"  I  put  my  book  into  his  little  hand  with  a  sigh, 
*•  for  it  was  neither  ghost  or  spirit,  but  a  mere 
"  mortal  stripling,  alniost  a  skeleton. 

"  *  And  how  can  you  read  such  trash,'  enquir- 
*'  ed  this  very  small  beau. 

"And  where,  little  gentleman,  are  your  \'.  its, 
*'  when  you  call  Molie re  trash  ?  I  asked. 

*'  *  I  hate  wit,  as  it  is  called.'  said  the  hero  of 
*'  the  rock. 

**  What  manner  of  man  are  you  then  r  but  I'll 
"  guess. 

**  *  Pray  do,  you  will  delight  me.' 

**  You  are  a  scholar  then ! 

•*  '  What  makes  you  think  so?' 

"  You  look  like  one  in  the  first  place,  and  in 
*' the  second,  I  guess  you  to  be  innocent  as  the 
"  child  unborn,  of  the  slightest  pretensions  to  the 
"  said  quality  you  profess  to  dislika  You  are 
'*  surely  a  witless  learned  man,  versed  in  history, 
**  Greek  and  Latin. 
"  '  Believing,'  said  the  youth,  in  answer,    *  that 
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"  you  are  a  very  clever  creature,  I  fain  would 
"  have  you  think  as  I  do ;  in  what  does  wit  ori- 
*'  ginate  more  than  in  coarseness  and  shameless 
*•  freedom  of  speech  and  thought  ?* 

"  Have  you  taken  orders  ? 

"  *  No,  I  was  to  have  had  a  good  living,  but  I 
"  am  studying  now  for  the  bar. 

"  There  is  stuff  in  you,  I  guess  out  of  which 
**  they  make  judges  in  England,'  said  I,  *  name- 
"  ly,  faith,  Latin,  and  sound  law.  But  in  the 
"  mean  time,  never  expect  to  shine  as  an  orator; 
*^  as  well  pretend  to  make  a  good  meal  on  a 
"  pheasant  alone,  without  bread  sauce,  or  gra- 
*'  vy,  as  a  successful  pleader  out  of  a  mere  learn - 
"  ed  man,  without  natural  genius,  wit,  or  humour. 

"  *  I  can  never  agree  with  you,*  replied  the 
*'  little  dandy,  in  tones  which  he  meant  to  sound 
**  deep,  solemn  and  impressive,  but  the  little  man, 
**  like  Orator  Puff,  had  two  tones  in  his  voice, 
"  at  three  octave's  distance,  the  one  squeaking  up 
**  to  f  sharp,  the  other  down  low'— a  veryscreech- 
"  owl  melange  of  voice. 

"  I  felt  a  kind  of  instinctive  dislike  to  this  odd 
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"  creature,  although  his  tiny  person  was  graceful 
"  and  well  proportioned. 

"  He  informed  me  his   name  was  Alfred  

"  I  did  not  like  to  allude  to  his  wild  gesticulations 
"  on  the  rock,  but  he  afterwards  spoke  to  me  of 
"  the  indefatigable  zeal,  with  which  he  was  study - 
*'  ing  for  the  bar. 

**  I  am  here,'  he  continued,  as  a  matter  of 
"  pressing  necessity,  having  fatigued  myself  till  I 
"  was  dying  in  my  chambers  in  town.  This  is 
"  the  vacation,  and  I  have  stolen  a  month  to  re- 
**  cruit  here,  having  many  friends  about  the 
"  Island ;— but  I  still  study  hard,  and  ♦  *  * 
"  Do  you  know  what  Demosthenes  used  to  do  ?' 
"  This  question  was  asked  in  a  quick  startling 
"  voice,  and  with  a  jerk  of  the  head. 

"  If  I  recollect  my  Greek  history,  Demosthenes 
"  used  to  rehearse  his  speeches  to  the  angry 
"  waves,  in  order  to  cure  his  stammering,  and  ac- 
^  custom  himself  to  clamour  and  rude  noise ; 
"  therefore,  in  humble  imitation,  I  presume  you 
"  perch  yourself  upon  a  rock,  at  five  o'clock  in 
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*'  the  morning,  frightening  honest  folks  out  of  their 
"  wits,  by  your  grimaces  and  wild  attitudes. 

*•  The  little  deathlike  hero,  tried  to  smile,  but 
"  failed. 

"  '  I  conceive,*  said  he,  *  that  a  counsellor  ought 
"  to  be  fully  acquainted  with  every  thing  under 
"  the  sun !  Anatomy,  chemistry,  botany,  mathe- 
"  matics,  all  dead  and  living  languages,  and  all 
"  creeds  besides '  " 

"  Playing  the  flute,  interrupted  I,  not  seeing 
"  exactly  where  this  tirade  was  likely  to  end. 

*'  '  When  did  you  hear  my  flute  ?'  he  enquired, 
"  and  being  informed,  he  asked  me  if  I  would  do 
"  him  the  honor  to  sail  out  with  him  in  his  boat. 

"  Where  is  it  ?  I  asked. 

*'  He  led  me  to  the  beach,  and  shewed  me  the 
*'  most  ridiculous  little  baby  boat,  that  ever  a  fool 
*'  ventured  his  life  in. 

''  Why  this  boat  was  surely  borrowed  from 
"  the  King  of  Liliput,  said  I,  and  then  proposed 
"  hiring  a  large  one  and  two  boatmen. 

*'  *  Agreed,*  said  Alfred  the  Little,  and   in  less 
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"  than  an  hour  we  were  saihng  along  the  smooth 
*'  clear  ocean,  Alfred  the  Little  and  his  flute,  my- 
"  self,  and  my  fern  me  de  chambre,  two  boatmen, 
**  and  my  man  servant.  Our  little  beau  was  a 
"  brilliant  flute  player.  When  tired  of  playing, 
**  with  his  delicate  fingers  pressed  to  his  left 
'•  side,  he  pointed  out  to  me  the  various  seats  of 
**  the  neighbouring  gentry. 

"  *  That  white  house  to  the  left,'  said  he,  *  be- 
*'  longs  to  Lord  Arthur  Dreamer,  the  hermit, 
"  who  was  crossed  in  love  many  years  ago,  and 
**  has  on  that  account  forsworn  female  society 
"  for  ever  and  aye.' 

**  '  What  do  you  call  being  crossed  in  love  ?' 
"  *  I  cannot  exactly  inform  you  what  happened 
*'  to  disturb  his  Lordship's  mind  before  I  was 
**  born*,  said  Alfred  the  Little,  *yet,  I  heard  the 
'*  story,  but  cannot  call  to  my  recollection  at  this 
"  moment,  whether  Lord  Arthur's  first,  last,  or 
*'  only  love  proved  false  or  died,  but  I  think  the 
*'  latter  was  the  truth;  but  this  I  know,  his  Lord- 
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*'  ship  is  the  handsomest  man  of  his  age  I  ever 
"  met  with,  and  one  of  the  best  scholars  too. 

"  *  I  wish  it  were  possible  to  be  made  known 
*•  to  this  amiable  woman-hater/  said  I. 

"  *  I  will  take  you  to  him  now,  and  ensure 
"  you  a  civil  reception  from  the  out  side  of  his 
**  house,  on  yonder  green  plot,  where  he  usually 
"  sits,  but  his  Lordship  has  made  a  solemn  vow 
"  that  no  female  shall  enter  his  roof,  on  this  side 
"  of  the  grave.* 

"  After  rowing  for  an  hour  we  could  distin- 
"  guish  Lord  A  rthur  Dreamer,  in  the  complete 
**  disguise  of  a  gardener :  a  large  straw  hat,  coarse 
"  blue  jacket,  thick  nailed  shoes,  and  blue  cotton 
"  stockings  pulled  over  the  knee,  like  a  French 
"  postillion's  boot,  with  a  red  handkerchief  about 
"  his  neck. — I  never  saw  finer  features,  or  a  more 
"  impressive  melancholy  yet  calm  expression  of 
'*  countenance. 

'*  The  scene  about  him  was  picturesque,  be- 
"  yond  my  power  of  description,  and  his  pastoral 
"  figure  leaning  on  his  shovel,  added  considerably 
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**  to  the  interest  of  the  picture.  — -  He  came  for- 
*•  ward  to  assist  us  to  land  and  received  us  with 
"  graceful  ease,  and  friendly,  though  dignified 
**  politeness. 

"  •  Few  ladies  honor  me  as  you  have  done 
"  Madame,'  said  his  Lordship,  making  an  old 
"  fashioned  court  bred  bow — *  I  would  fain  shew 
"  my  sense  of  your  kindness,  by  entreating  you  to 

"  rest  under  my  roof,  but '  and  his  Lordship 

"  paused  and  sighed.  I  longed  to  say  something 
*'  very  kind  and  very  respectful  to  this  interesting 
"  nobleman,  but  Alfred  the  Little  put  in  hisprag- 
*•  matical  superabundance  of  learned  remarks,  so  as 
"  to  place  poor  me  in  the  back  ground.  I  wanted 
"  to  press  this  noble  benevolent  looking  being's 
"  hand,  and  ask  for  his  blessing.  I  would  almost 
"  have  forgotten  my  sex  and  turned  boy,  rather 
"  than  have  been  forgotten  in  his  prayers,  but 
*'  little  Alfred  poured  into  his  ears  both  Latin 
**  and  Greek,  until  the  close  approach  of  the  Kin^r 
*'  of  England's  yacht,  which  was  fast  sailinfr  to- 
"  wards  his  old  friend  Lord  Arthur,  (whom  his 
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**  Majesty  was  going  to  honor  with  his  company 
"  to  dine,)  obliged  his  Lordship  to  make  us  a 
**  hasty  apology  and  retire,  in  order  to  prepare 
*'  himself  for  the  reception  of  his  Royal  Guest ; 

" not  that  I  believe  he  took  off  his  coarse 

"jacket  or  his  blue  stockings,  being,  no  doubt,  a 
"  privileged  person. 

"  We,  of  course,  returned  in  our  boat  toCowes. 
"  Little  Alfred  having  repeated  his  visit  to 
*'  Lord  Arthur  the  following  morning,  informed 
*'  me  on  his  return,  en  passant,  that  his  Lordship 
"  bad  enquired  after  the  interesting  lady,  who 
"  accompanied  him  the  day  before — Lord  Ar- 
"  thur  had  also  mentioned,  that  his  Majesty  had 
'*  rated  him  about  the  female  he  had  observed  in 
*'  his  society,  with  the  assistance  of  his  glass. 
**  His  Majesty  was  accompanied  by  Count  Rough- 
"  enough,  Fanny^s  General  Hawthorn,  and  seve- 
"  ral  other  noblemen. 

"  My  husband  and  the  St.  Betises  returned 
"  from  their  tour  the  next  day,  and  were  by  me 
"  presented  to  Alfred  the  Little.     We  all  remain- 
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'*  ed  a  fortnight  longer  at  Covves,  during  which 
"  time  Alfred  always  made  one  of  our  party. 

*'  *  How  is  it  Mr.  Alfred,'  said  I  to  him  one 
'*  morning,  *  that  you  never  laugh,  nor  weep,  nor 
"  blush,  nor  sigh,  and  look  so  like  an  inhabitant 
*'  of  the  ghostly  world?* 

'*  *  My  growth  has  been  stinted,  and  the  fresh- 
"  ness  of  my  youth  withered  and  blighted  by 
*'  heavy  affliction,*  answered  the  sickly  boy,  in  a 
'*  hollow  voice. 

"  *  And  yet  there  seems  more  learning  in  that 
"  little  head  of  yours,  than  I  should  ever  have 
'*  imagined  could  have  been  acquired  so  young.* 

"  *  You  shall  learn  my  dreadful  secret,'  said  he 
"  with  much  solemnity,  then  added,  while  the 
**  livid  hue  of  his  face  and  lips  half  frightened 
*' me. — *Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  youth  who 
"  some  time  ago  was  for  a  heavy  crime  expelled 
"  from  Cambridge,  just  as  he  was  about  to  take 
"  out  his  degree  of  divinity  ?' 

**  I  reminded  him  that  I  was  a  French  woman, 
"  and   that   I   never  heard   liis  story.      He  then 
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"  commenced  his  confessions  in  about  these 
**  words.     *  I  was  intended  for  the  church 

'*  *  And  not  for  the  steeple,'  I  interrupted. 

*'  *  I  was  intended  for  the  church,'  he  repeated 
*'  while  frowning  his  disapprobation  at  my  levity. 
"  *  I  had  a  friend  at  Cambridge,'  so  he  conti- 
"  nued,  *who  had  ever  been  as  a  brother  to  me. 
**  This  friend  confided  in  my  honor  as  in  his  own  ; 
*'  his  home  was  mine.  Both  of  us  excelled  in 
"  shooting  at  a  mark.  Our  friends  in  sport  often 
**  advised  us  not  to  quarrel,  since  they  saw  not  a 
*'  single  chance  that  either  of  us  should  miss  our 
**  man.  We  were,  in  fact,  both  celebrated  as 
"  first  rate  marksmen.  While  on  a  visit  un- 
"  der  my  friend's  paternal  roof,  I  seduced  his 
**  only  sister,  who  becoming  pregnant,  I,  in  alarm, 
"  at  what  the  result  might  be,  left  this  hospitable 
"  abode  clandestinely,  and  was  proceeding  to- 
*'  wards  Cambridge,  when  my  friend,  who  had  as- 
*'  certained  the  truth,  immediately  after  my  de- 
*'  parture,  overtook  me.  Calling  me  aside  to  a 
**  retired   spot,   and  drawing  two  loaded   pistols 
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"  from  his  pocket,  lie  desired  me  to  lire.  Nature 
*'  taught  me  to  preserve  my  own  lite,  which  else 
"  would  surely  have  been  destroyed.  I  aimed  at 
**  my  only  friend's  heart,  and  shot  him  dead!!  ! 
"  I  expressed  myself  shocked  and  disgusted,  with 
**  the  confidence  this  man  had  placed  in  me,  frank- 
*•  ly  adding,  that  in  my  opinion,  no  one  worthy  the 
•*  name  of  man  would  have  fired  at  the  heart  of  a 
•*  friend  whom  he  had  so  greatly  injured.' 

''*This  is  the  bitter  thought  that  has  broken 
"  my  spirit,  and  made  me  the  bloodless  miserable 
•*  wretch  I  am,'  exclaimed  Alfred. 

"*And  the  poor  girl  you  seduced,  what  has 
"  become  of  her  ?' 

"*  Of  course,  I  have  rendered  every  hour  of 
*'  her  future  life  miserable,'  said  he  calmly. 

"  I  was  turning  away  in  disgust. 

"  '  Hear  me  yet  an  instant,'  continued  the  little 
*'  unhappy  creature,  touching  my  shoulder  with 
*•  his  skeleton  hand — *  I  endeavoured  to  make  them 
*'  all  the  reparation  in  my  power.  I  wrote  to 
**  her    mother,  proposing   to    marry  her  daugh- 
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"  ter,  but  that  lady  assured  me,  she  would  prefer 
*'  following  her  child  to  the  grave,  than  to  ever 
**  witnessing  her  marriage  with  her  brother's 
**  murderer. 

"  *  My  fairest  prospects,'  so  he  went  on, 
"  *  were  now  blighted,  the  church  was  no  longer 
"  open  to  one  who  had  wilfully  taken  away  the 
*'  life  of  a  fellow-creature,  and  I  resolved  to  bury 
*«  myself  in  seclusion,  and  study  for  the  bar.  In 
"  short,'  added  he,  '  I  shall  never  know  rest  till 
"  by  own  exertions,  I  have  realised  an  indepen- 
**  dent  fortune. 

"  I  know  not  why  the  little  barrister  made  the 
"  above  confession  to  me,  when  it  was  calculated 
"  to  prejudice  us  all  against  him.  In  a  few  days  we 
**  had  taken  our  leave  of  this  modern  Demosthe- 
*«  nes,  and  were  journeying  on  our  road  to  Paris, 
*•  where  we  have  remained  ever  since. 

**  And  now  Clara,  I  must  bid  you  adieu,  I  have 
"been  three  days  writing  you  this  tremendous 
"  long  letter,  which  you  have  only  to  divide  into 
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"  six,  and  imagine  that  I  have  been  a  regular 
"  faithful  corrospondent. 

"  What  has  become  of  the  Countess  Lorenza? 
**  If  you  see  her  tell  her  I  have  been  coaxing  a 
"  a  little  moustache  on  my  upper  lip,  desirant 
**  lui  6tre  agr^able  en  quelque  chose. 

**  My  husband,  the  Count,  joins  with  me  in 
**  sincere  wishes  for  your  happiness;  I  suppose 
"  our  friend  the  Cardinal  Poco-puranti  displays 
**  his  white  teeth  about  Naples,  as  usual,  teazing 
*'  us  with  that  equivocal  expression  of  his  lips  and 
"  fine  eyes,  that  leaves  us  doubtful  whether  it  is 
"to  prayers  he  would  summons  us,  or  what? 
**  I  hate  that  Prelate,  and  yet  he  fidgets  my 
**  nerves. 

**  He  is  so  magnificent,  and  reminds  one  so  of 
"  voluptuousness,  without  allowing  one  to  be 
**  quite  certain  of  his  creed  ;  I  am,  as  you  often 
**  told  me,  besides  being  an  heiress,  a  privileged  wo- 
**  man  of  fashion,  who  have  all  my  life  done 
"just  what  I  pleased,  and  said  just  what  I  wanted 
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**  to  say.     Luckily,  I  adore  my   husband,  there- 
"  fore  all  is  safe. 

"  What  would  you  like  ?'*  whispered  I  one  night 
•*  in  the  CardinaFs  ear,  en  passant,  as  he  stood 
"  watching  every  movement  of  a  lovely  blooming 
**  blushing  girl,  at  the  Marchioness  de  la  Croix's 
"juvenile  ball. 

"  Modesty,'  replied  the  Cardinal,  significantly, 
"  but  the  wretch  is  too  ready  for  pur  poor  wits, 
"  and  knows  the  world  too  well  to  give  a  poor 
**  gentle  soul  like  your  humble  servant,  the  fair 
"  chance  of  putting  him  to  the  blush  ;  however, 
"he  was  pos^'d  for  half  an  instant,  when  I 
"  quickly  asked,  *  to  which  of  our  modesties 
"  do  you  allude  my  Lord,  Is  it  mine  that  you 
"  would  like,  or  that  of  the  belle  demoiselle  ?' 

"  'Both'  said  the  wretch, as  I  thought  feelingly, 
"judging  from  the  expression  of  his  eyes;  but 
«*  then  in  contradiction,  was  his  ecclesiastical  fare- 
"  well  bow  that  seemed  to  say  *  Lady  Drog- 
**  nichieff  is  too  bold.* 

"  I  had  a  great  mind  to  run  after  him  and  as- 
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'*  certain  the  truth,  so  much  was  my  curiosity  ex- 
**  cited  with  regard  to  his  Eminence,  The  lady 
"  St.  B6tise,  his  niece,  declares  that  he  is  a  saint 
"  but  tlien  her  Ladyship  may  have  good  reasons 
'*  for  fighting  his  battles.  Once  more  adieu  my 
'*  dear  Clara,  and  believe  me  most  affectionately, 
"  Your  Friend, 

*•  Rosa  Drogntchieff." 
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CHAP.  XLIV, 


ALBERTO  AND  THE  CARDINAL  POCO-PURANTI  EX- 
CHANGE FORGIVENNESS  AT  THE  PLACE  OF  EXECU- 
TION. 

A  Gentleman,  who  was  present  when  Alberto 
was  being  conducted  to  the  place  of  execution, 
afterwards  gave  me  the  following  account.  Al- 
berto wore  no  manacles,  and  had  never  worn 
them.  After  his  sentence,  the  jailor  had  at- 
tempted to  place  irons  on  his  arms  and  legs; 
**  you  may  overpower  me  by  numbers,"  said  the 
Count,  "but  I  will  not  be  manacled  like  a  ruffian, 
if  I  can  help  it;  I  am  ready  to  die,  but  your 
chains  I  shall  resist,  and  if  you  are  determined  to 
force  them  on  my  limbs,  it  is  but  fair  to  remind 
you,  that  I  am  one  of  the  most  powerful  men  in 


CLARA    GAZUL.  213 

Europe,  for  I  do  not  desire  to  hurt  any  of  you ; — 
so  be  on  your  guard." 

Alberto's  sweet  noble  countenance  and  gentle  de- 
meanor, won  all  hearts.  The  case  being  represented 
to  the  higher  authorities,  the  Cardinal  Poco-puran- 
ti  who  appeared  to  have  some  qualms  of  conscience 
since  Alberto's  condemnation,  used  his  influence 
successfully,  and  the  Count's  limbs  were  left  free; 
while  a  double  guard  was  placed  on  the  outside  of 
his  prison.  He  was  not  permitted  to  hold  com- 
munication with  any  one,  because  he  refused  to 
admit  a  priest,  or  attend  to  the  sacred  duties  which 
the  Apostolic  religion  enjoins  to  a  dying  sinner. 

Alberto  came  forward  towards  the  place  of 
execution  with  a  firm  step,  his  fine  countenance 
glowing  with  animated  expression.  A  rich  dark 
cloak  was  thrown  about  his  shoulders  so  loosely, 
that  the  exquisite  beauty  of  his  bared  throat  was 
exposed.  He  was  closely  followed  by  a  priest 
who  muttered  prayers  in  his  left  ear;  in  the 
midst  of  which  Alberto  drew  a  small  memoran- 
dum book  from  his  pocket   and  with   a  pencil, 
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wrote  some  hasty  lines,  and  then  paused  as  if  to 
recall  something  to  his  recollection, — and  wrote 
again. 

Any  person  who  had  watched  Alberto  at  this 
moment,  would  have  imagined  him  to  be  a  man 
of  business,  whose  mind  was  wholly  occupied 
with  the  affairs  of  this  world. 

"  Do  you  desire  to  signify  any  wish  ?"  enquired 
the  jailor. 

**  I  would  speak  a  word  with  the  Cardinal  Poco- 
puranti,  if  he  is  present  and  will  permit  me,"  an- 
swered the  Count. 

*'  He  is  here,"  said  the  Cardinal,  coming  for- 
ward, adding,  *'  I  have  attended  here  to  day 
Count  Alberto  for  the  purpose  of  entreating  you, 
with  my  own  lips,  to  make  a  candid  confession  be- 
fore you  enter  the  presence  of  your  God." 

'•  I  confess.  Cardinal !"  said  Alberto,  and  paus- 
ed— **  I  hereby  confess  that  your  suspicions  were 
just  with  regard  to  the  Epic  Poem.  I  wrote  it — 
further,  I  confess,  that  I  have  hitherto  hated  all 
priests,  and  above  all,  Cardinals.    1  would  never- 
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theless  fain  die  in  good  will  with  you  all.  Shall 
we  exchange  mutual  forgivenness  ?"  The  Count 
held  out  his  hand  .*    the  Cardinal  hesitated. 

"  If  your  heart  acquits  you,"  continued  x^lber- 
to,  "  then  have  I  nothing  to  forgive,  and  you  every 
thing.  Either  way  1  offer  you  my  hand,  ask  your 
pardon  for  the  severity  of  my  rhymes,  and  leave 
the  world  in  good  will  towards  you." 
"  The  Cardinal  was  unusually  moved. 
**  God  forbid,"  said  his  Eminence,  "  that  I 
should  knowingly  have  promoted  the  death  of  an 
innocent  man,  I  were  then  unworthy  to  breath  in 
a  Christian  land." 

**  I  acquit  you  from  my  soul,"  hastily  replied 
Alberto,  "  but  I  fear  you  have  been  somewhat 
blinded  and  prejudiced  by  personal  pique  ;  let  us 
mutually  pardon  the  errors  of  the  other.  Give 
me  your  hand,  good  Cardinal,  time  presses." 

"  Do  you  still  persist  in  denying  your  guilt  ?" 
asked  Poco-puranti  in  a  trembling  voice,  while 
presenting  his  hand. 

"  Upon  my  honor   I   am  innocent ;   I  have  no 
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faith  in  a  stronger  expression.  These  memoran- 
dums/' Alberto  continued,  taking  out  his  pocket 
book,  "  these  relate  to  kind  friends  of  mine,  many 
of  whom  will,  I  fear,  beHeve  me  ungrateful,  yet 
I  am  not  so.  I  have  been  busily  employed  all 
night  on  their  subject.  Will  your  Eminence 
kindly  promise  that  you  will  see  my  last  wishes 
attended  to,  as  expressed  here .?" 

"  Gladly,  punctually,*'  said  the  Cardinal,  taking 
the  pocket  book  from  the  hands  of  the  prisoner. 

••  And  now,"  said  Alberto,  turning  towards  the 
executioner  with  a  smile,  "  I  am  ready,  friend, — 
here  is  my  hand,  I  wish  you  had  a  better  office, — 
one  word  more,"  said  he, — suddenly  turning 
round  again  towards  the  Cardinal.  His  Eminence 
was  all  attention,  while  indistinct  murmurs  of 
disapprobation  were  heard  among  the  crowd. 

"  The  poor  Marquis  St.  Betise  was  banished 
from  his  territories,  in  consequence  of  my  satiri- 
cal poem  and     *     *     ♦     * 

'*  I   understand   you,"     interrupted     Poco-pu- 
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ranti,  and  will  use  my  interest  to  have  him  re- 
called. 

'*  I  will  not,"  said  Alberto,  in  a  voice  tremu- 
lous from  suppressed  emotion,  *'  I  will  not  ven- 
ture to  touch  on  the  subject  of  my  nearer,  dearer 
ties  and  connections,  lest  it  should  unman  me.  I 
hope  they  know  my  heart  :'*  and  turning  again  to 
the  executioner,  he  said,  '*  I  will  detain  you  no 
longer." 

"  Make  room,  make  room,  for  the  Bravo  Al- 
berto, who  is  here  to  deliver  himself  up  to  justice 
in  the  place  of  the  innocent  victim  you  are  about 
to  sacrifice" — shouted  at  this  critical  moment,  a 
manly  voice  from  among  the  vast  crowd. 

Alberto  heard  it,  and  uttering  a  deep  groan, 
fell  senseless  on  the  pavement. 

In  a  few  moments  the  individual  who  had 
made  the  above  exclamation,  stood  in  the  pre- 
sence of  the  Cardinal,  close  to  the  place  of  exe- 
cution. 

He  was  a  man  of  noble  mien,  in  the  prime  of 
Vol.  hi.  ff 
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iile.  His  features  were  cast  in  the  tnOuld  of 
perfect  beauty.  His  countenance  was  less  ani- 
mated and  brilliant  than  Alberto's,  but  it  bore  a 
deeper  character  of  thought  and  mind.  Perhaps 
some  malignancy  was  expressed  in  his  bent  brow, 
or  it  might  be  his  strong  passions  that  had  mark- 
ed the  lines,  so  deeply  there. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  the  stranger's  was  a  counte- 
nance which  excited  a  degree  of  interest  and  in- 
tense curiosity,  joined  to  such  enthusiastic  admira- 
ti<Mi,  as  even  Alberto,  hirhself  with  all  his  glowing 
beauty,  had  never  called  forth.  His  glistening 
dark  blue  eyes,  fringed  with  black,  and  sunken 
from  care,  appeared  to  have  changed  their  origi- 
nal sweetness  of  expression,  and  to  have  borrowed 
from  despair  a  character  of  wild  sublinaity,  har- 
monizing with  that  bitter  curve  of  the  once 
dimpled  mouth,  that  bad  grown  out  of  habitual 
melancholy.  Perhaps  be  best  embodied  the  idea 
we  form  of  **  Arch-angel  ruined." 

His  dress  was  the  most  simple,  but  decided 
costume  of  an  Italian  Brigand. 
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*'  Who  art  thou  ?'  demanded  Poco-puranti, 
*•  that  thus  presumest  to  disturb  the  last  moments 
of  the  prisoner.** 

**  I  swear  to  you  that  I  am  Alberto,  the  chief 
of  that  Banditti  known  by  my  name,  and  tliis  will 
1  undertake  to  prove  to  the  satisfaction  of  the 
court.  In  the  mean  time,  I  implore  you  to  look 
to  your  suffering,  but  innocent  prisoner. 

Poco-puranti  appeared  to  breath  more  freely, 
as  though  his  conscience  was  relieved  from  rather 
an  inconvenient  weight. 

**  Stranger,*'  said  his  Eminence,  *  you  will  no 
doubt  be  heard,  and  in  the  mean  time,  the  priso- 
ner's life  is  safe."  Alberto  was  then  conveyed  to 
his  cell,  while  still  apparently  insensible,  and 
orders  were  issued  that  he  should  receive  every 
attention  that  his  situation  might  require 
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CHAP.  XLV. 


GOfNTAINING  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF    A    CHIEF  OF  BAN- 
DITTI. 


The  intense  interest  which  Alberto's  case  had 
excited  in  the  Neapolitan  world,  may  naturally 
be  conceived.  The  imagination  of  the  public  was 
on  the  stretch ;  at  every  corner  of  the  street,  the 
subject  was  discussed,  and  even  the  hungry  laz- 
zaroni,  instead  of  begging  for  food,  now  craved 
news  of  Alberto. 

The  stranger,  who  had  delivered  himself  into 
the  hands  of  justice,  made  the  following  confes- 
sion, which  was  immediately  published  all  over 
Italy. 

"  The  confessions  of  Count  Orlando  Alberto 
the  Bandit  Chief. 
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"I  am  the  elder  Count  Orlando  Alberto— My 
brother  your  prisoner,  and  myself,  were  educated 
under  the  same  roof,  and  nothing  could  surpass 

our  attachment  to  each  other My  father,  the 

late  Count,  on  his  death  bed  had  earnestly  recom- 
mended to  my  friendship  and  protection,  his  na- 
tural son,  whom  he  had  bred  a  merchant  This 
youth  bore  the  name  of  his  deceased  mother;  he 
was  born  at  Lyons,  and  called  St  Sauveur. 

Shortly  after  my  father's  death  being  desirous 
to  fulfil  his  last  request,  I  hastened  to  join  a  bro- 
ther of  whose  existence  I  had  hitherto  been  kept 
in  perfect  ignorance.  The  young  St  Sauveur  had 
been  placed  under  the  care  of  an  opulent  mer- 
chant; I  embraced  him  with  warmth,  and  pro- 
mised him  my  friendship.  Unfortunately,  1  soon 
discovered  that  he  was  a  youth  of  very  profligate 
habits,  and  vainly  did  I  labour  to  reform  him. 
He  was  a  determined  gambler,  and  in  one  fatal 
night,  he  lost  all  the  inheritance  of  his  deceased 
mother,  and  the  next  day  absconded  with  a  large 
sum  of  money  belonging  to  his  patron. 


2-22  CLARA     GAZUL. 

*'For  six  months  my  search  after  my  lost  bro- 
ther was  fruitless,  till  at  length  he  presented  him- 
self before  me  in  disguise.  His  features  were 
haggard  and  his  manner  agitated.  *  You  behold/ 
said  he  in  hurried  accents,  *  a  wretch  whose  life 
is  forfeited  to  the  laws  of  his  country.  In  despair 
after  that  gambling  transaction  which  ruined  me, 
I  sought  protection  from  the  chief  of  a  band  of 
outlaws  whose  head  quarters  were  situated  in  Ita- 
ly; but,"  continued  St.  Sauveur,  *  deep  repen- 
tance now  induces  me  to  throw  myself  at  the  feet 
of  my  noble  brother.' 

"  *  For  our  father's  sake.  Alberto,  save  his  pro- 
ftigate  and  prodigal  son.' 

'*  It  is  necessary  that  I  should  be  as  brief  as 
possible.— I  took  my  erring  brother  to  my  arms, 
paid  back  to  the  merchant  the  money  which  he 
had  fraudulently  abstracted,  and  got  the  matter 
hushed  up  in  pity  to  his  youth.  Once  more  St. 
Sauveur's  character  stood  fair  in  Lyons. 

"  During  my  residence  in  that  city,  I  had  con- 
ceived a  violent  passion  for  a  lady,  whose  name 
was  Isadorede  la  Valette;  she  was  an  heiress  and 
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an  orphan.  The  period  of  oUr  marriage  was 
fixed,  when  an  affair  of  honor,  in  which  my  dear 
brother  the  Count  Vivaldi  Alberto  had  been  a 
principal,  placed  him  in  such  a  serious  predica- 
ment, owing  to  the  illustrious  rank  of  his  oppo- 
nent, that  my  heart  prompted  me  to  hasten  to 
his  assistance. 

'*  As  the  duel  had  been  fought  in  consequence 
of  the  supposed  adultery  of  a  powerful  Princess, 
I  am  not  at  liberty  to  state  to  what  court  I  pro- 
ceeded in  order  to  join  liiy  brother. 

**  On  taking  leave  of  Isadore,  both  our  hearts 
were  oppressed  with  sad  forebodings  of  future 
calamity.  How  madly  I  loved  my  destined 
bride,  matters  not  now." 

The  Bandit  Chief  here  paused,  but  shortly 
proceeded  in  a  voice  thick  with  emotion.  **  My 
brother's  situation  became  so  critical,  owing  to 
the  jealousy  he  bad  aroused  in  a  certain  court, 
that  I  was  detained  in  a  distant  country  for  nearly 
twelve  months,  nor  was  Isadore  permitted  by 
her  guardians  to  correspond  with  me.     But  death 
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alone,  as  I  firmly  believed,  could  rob  me  of  her 
love,  to  whom  I  had  devoted  my  soul  for  ever. 
As  soon  as  my  brother's  affair  was  therefore 
settled,  I  hastened  my  return  to  Lyons. 

"  As  I  approached  near  the  dwelling  of  Isa- 
dore,  I  was  strangely  oppressed  with  presentiment 
of  evil,  and  I  could  not  but  indulge  in  the  ima- 
gined reality  of  former  sad  forebodings.  Sus- 
pense was  insupportable,  and  I  rushed  unannoun- 
ced into  her  presence. 

'*  She  was  seated  in  her  study,  her  features  were 
as  pale  as  death,  and  she  appeared  to  be  in  an 
advanced  state  of  pregnancy.  On  beholding  me, 
she  uttered  a  loud  scream,  and  fell  senseless  on 
the  earth. 

"  <  Why  do  you  frighten  Madame  St.  Sau- 
veur  ?'  said  a  female,  who  hastened  to  her  assis- 
tance from  an  adjoining  closet. 

**  As  you  would  preserve  your  life  tell  me  in 
three  words,  is  Isadore  the  wife  of  my  brother?  I 
asked,  while  grasping  her  arm  with  a  phrenzy. 

«*  *  The  poor  lady,'  she  replied  in  a  trembling 
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voice  has  been  married  to  Monsieur  St.  Sauveur, 
more  than  eleven  months,  and  she  will  now  short- 
ly be  confined.' 

*'  And  Isadore,  could  so  very  soon  forget  me  !* 
I  exclaimed  in  a  softened  voice,  and  for  the  first 
time  since  my  childhood,   I  burst  into  a  flood  of 

tears, The    next    moment    I    was    ashamed 

of  my  emotion,  and  hurried  out  of  the  house. 

'*  My  valet  disturbed  my  feverish  rest  at  a  late 
hour  of  the  night.  A  messenger  waited  to  con- 
duct me  to  madame  St.  Sauveur,  who  being 
dangerously  ill,  desired  to  communicate  some- 
thing to  me,  before  she  died. 

I  was  soon  at  her  bed  side — poor  Isadore's  dis- 
course was  wild,  and  quite  unconnected; — she 
was  evidently  deranged,  yet  she  called  Heaven 
to  witness  her  truth  and  innocence. 

"  Before  I  left  Lyons,  I  obtained  the  following 
particulars. 

**  St.  Sauveur  having  one  night  accomplished 

his  diabolical  purpose,  by   means  of  opiates,  was 

afterwards  threatened  by  Isailore's  guardians  when 
Vol.  III.  GG 
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he  acknowledged  the  fact  of  seduction,  but  deni- 
ed, with  indignation,  having  administered  the 
drugs,  and  he  at  length,  obtained  their  consent, 
that  he  should  by  marriage,  make  Isadore  the 
only  compensation  in  his  power.  Isadore  offered 
no  resistance,  nor  did  her  friend's  penetration  dis- 
cover at  that  time,  that  her  reason  was  fled  for 
ever. 

*'  They  were  married,  and  it  was  not  till  seve- 
ral weeks  after  the  ceremony  had  taken  place, 
that  Isadore's  physicians  declared  her  to  be  a  ma- 
niac, and  expressed  it  as  their  opinion  that  her  de- 
rangement had  been  brought  on  by  powerful 
opiates. 

"  The  monster,  St.  Sauveur,  having  possessed 
himself  of  Isadore's  person,  and  as  much  of  her 
fortune  as  he  had  wit  to  defraud  her  of,  had 
turned  his  back  on  his  poor  victim,  and  proceed- 
ed to  Naples. 

"  My  character  now  underwent  a  complete 
change.  Gentle  I  had  hitherto  been  esteemed  even 
unto   woman's  softness,    and  yet,  on  that  night 
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I  deliberately  planned  the  murder  of  my  own 
brother ! — In  order  lo  accomplish  my  purpose,  I 
followed  St  Sauveur  to  Naples,  where  I  arrived  at 
a  late  hour  in  the  evening,  and  eagerly  visited  a 
number  of  gambling  houses,  and  places  of  public 
resort,  in  search  of  my  half  brother. 

"  I  was  at  length  successful ;  he  was  standing  at 
a  round  table  ni  earnest  conversation  with  the 
wealthy  old  Count  Roderigo.  Our  eyes  met, 
and  St.  Sauveur's  countenance  was  overshadowed 
with  a  death-like  hue. 

"  St.  Sauveur,"  said  I,  forcing  a  smile,  and  in 
a  whisper,  '*  it  was  a  shabby  trick  you  played  me 
at  Lyons,  but  1  forgive  you,  because,  as  things 
have  turned  out,  it  was  lucky  for  me  that  you 
succeeded  with   Isadore. 

St.  Sauveur's  countenance  brightened. 

*'  I  have  much  to  say  to  you."  I  added  stiil 
whispering,  "  where  shall  we  meet  at  midnight?" 

**  Why  not  allow  me  the  pleasure  of  accom- 
panying you  now  r"  he  replied. 

"  Agreed. 
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**  Apologies  were  oflered  to  Count  Roderigo,  and 
on  taking  leave  of  his  Lordship,  I  overheard  and 
remarked,  the  scoundrel  St.  Sauveur  enquire  at 
what  hour  of  the  following  evening  the  Count 
would  leave  Naples. 

**  Arrived  at  my  hotel,  *  Brother,'  said  I,  *you 
see  before  you  a  desperate  man,  who  has  lost  all 
his  patrimony  amongst  sharpers!' 

'*  Impossible !"  exclaimed  St.  Sauveur  in  evi- 
dent surprise. 

'•  It  is  too  true,"  I  replied,  adding,  "  at  a  word 
St.  Sauveur,  I  am  sick  of  the  rigid  formalities  of  this 
world,  and  fain  would  lead  the  wild  free  life  of 
an  outlaw.  Present  me  to  the  chief  of  that  Ban- 
ditti you  have  described  to  me ;  I  swear  to  stand 
by  them,  and  their  interests  for  ever. 

"  You  will  be  welcome,"  said  St  Sauveur, 
"  since  no  Alberto  ever  yet  has  broken  his  word 
of  honor. 

*'  We  supped,  got  drunk,  and  departed  on  the 
following  morning  to  join  the  robbers. 

"  Arrived    at    their    cavern,  a  certain   signal 
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known  to  St.  Sauveur,  obtained  us  immediate  ad- 
mittance. The  robbers  were  at  supper.  Their 
chief  presided  at  the  head  of  the  table,  around 
which  were  seated  the  whole  gang  of  gentlemen; 
for  this  was  no  company  of  common  cut- 
throats, as  many  of  them  were  of  high  rank. 
Political  violence,  and  the  obstinacy  of  party  spi- 
rit had  driven  some  amongst  the  most  youthful, 
to  embrace  a  life  during  the  etfervescence  of  pas- 
sionate excitation,  which  in  their  maturer  judg- 
ment, they  would  have  despised. 

"  Welcome,  noble  Count  Alberto,"  exclaimed 
the  whole  party,  as  soon  as  my  name  was  announ- 
ced. 

"  I  am  a  desperate  man,"  so  1  addressed  their 
chief  Beltramo,  and  if  you  have  faith  in  our 
race,  you  will  admit  me  as  your  brother. 

"  Beltramo  stepped  forward  in  the  name  of  them 
all,  to  declare  that  their  most  secret  plans  and  am- 
bition, should  be  communicated  without  reserve 

to  Count  Alberto. 

'*They  will  be  safe,"  said  I,  "come  what  may," 

and  I  laid  my  hand  on  my  heart. 
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"  Every  possible  attention  was  paid  to  me,  the 
robbers  were  evidently  proud  of  my  acquaintance, 
and  vied  with  each  other  in  doing  me  honor. 

"  The  chief  Beltramo  informed  me  the  next 
morning  as  we  sat  at  breakfast,  that  they  were 
to  attack  the  Count  Roderigo,  in  the  evening, 
who  with  his  suite,  would  travel  towards  Flo- 
rence, his  road  lying  only  two  leagues  from  the 
entrance  of  the  large  wood,  which  concealed 
their  habitation, 

**  Brave  chief,  said  I,  you  have  generously  ad- 
mitted me  to  your  confidence,  before  I  had  an 
opportunity  of  giving  you  a  single  proof  either  of 
my  courage  or  my  discretion.  This  shall  I  never 
forget ;  you  trust  me  on  the  faith  of  my  ancestors, 
but  I  would  fain  be  trusted  on  my  own  account ; 
you  are  all  weary,  let  St.  Sauveur  and  myself  man- 
age Roderigo  alone. 

a  i  vVe  cannot  permit  you  to  run  such  risks,' 
answered  Beltramo. 

**  Indulge  me,  or  I  take  my  leave  of  you  for 
ever,  I  replied. 
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"•Beit  so  then,'  exclaimed  Belt  ramo,  *  since 
you  are  bent  on  thus  distinguishing  yourself,  but 
what  says  St.  Sauveur  ?' 

"  *  I  will  follow  the  Count  wherever  it  may 
please  him  to  lead  me,  though  it  may  be  to 
DEATH,'  replied  St  Sauveur. 

***  Indeed!  I  would  rather  you  took  the  lead 
THERE,  said  I,  fixing  my  eyes  on  his  face. — The 
knave  trembled — else  had  I,  ])erhaps,  wavered. 
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CHAP.  XLVI 


MURDER  AND  HIGHWAY-ROBBERY. 

"Being  both  well  armed  and  mounted,  St  Sau- 
veur  and  myself  left  the  cave  in  the  dusk  of  even- 
ing, and  concealing  ourselves  just  at  the  extre- 
mity of  the  wood,  we  impatiently  waited  the  ar- 
rival of  the  Count  Roderigo's  party. 

"  *  You  are  bold  Count/  said  St.  Sauveur, 
whilst  carefully  adjusting  his  blunderbuss  in  his 
belt. 

**  *  And  why,*  I  asked  '  should  two  ruined 
men,  like  you  and  I  fear  death  ?  Hast  thou  an 
evil  conscience  St.  Sauveur?* 

**  *  Not  I,*  he  replied,  *  I  believe  in  no  better 
world  than  this,  and  therefore  Count,  I  would  re- 
main in  it,  God  and  the  Devil  willing 
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"  Why  then  did  you  join  the  banditti?    I  en- 
quired. 

"  *  I  am,  and  I  ever  have  been  a  fatalist,'  re- 
plied St.  Sauveur,  *  believing  that  all  things  that 
happen  are  the  result  of  invincible  destiny.  Why 
should  I  struggle  against  going  either  this  or  that 
road  ? — When  I  am  dying  I  shall  curse  my  fate 
that  ray  time  is  arrived; — in  the  mean  time,  I  no 
more  expect  to  be  in  the  gripe  of  the  grim  tyrant 
To-night,  than  if  you  and  I  were  shut  up  in  the 
Convent  of  La  Trappe,  at  the  bottom  of  the 
wood.  If  thou  hast  any  qualms  for  thyself. 
Count  Alberto,  I  will  conduct  thee  thither,  and 
return  to  encounter  Roderigo  alone.' 

"Thou  art  merry  St.  Sauveur  I—but  tell  me, 
— T  ask  the  question  merely  out  of  idle  curiosity, 
— Did'st  ever  repent  thee  of  any  one  single  action 
of  thy  life? 

"  •  Never! but  some  of  my  sins  of  on)ission 

torment  me.* 
•■"^^*  Name  one. 
Vol.  IK.  h  h 
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"  *  I  want^4  to  seduce  my  orphan  sister,  since 
dead,  and  I  completely  failed  in  the  attempt, — but 

hush 1    hear   the  sound  of  carriage  wheels!* 

— : — We   listened! and    soon   ascertained  that 

Koderigo*s  party  was  approaching. 
jb:**  Drawing  our  masks  over  our  faces,  we  boldly 
bailed  and  attacked  the  first  carriage,  which  con- 
tained old  Roderigo,  his  niece,  and  secretary. 
We  cautioned  the  out- riders  to  keep  aloof,  and 
thus  avoid  unnecessary  bloodshed.  Our  presented 
blunderbusses  commanded  respect,  and  I  assu- 
red them  they  would  not  repent  compliance.  I 
even  implored  them  to  submit. 

"  *  Thou  has't  a  musical  voice  friend,  and  I 
wish  thee  a  better  trade,*  said  Old  Roderigo,  ad- 
dressing himself  to  me — then  deliberately  present- 
ing me  with  a  small  key,  he  desired  me  to  search 
his  valise  for  two  thousand  pistoles. 

St.  Sauveur  seized  the  golden  treasure  with 
avidity,  and  handed  the  booty  over  to  me,  in  or- 
der to  get  his  hands  more  at  liberty.  The  secre- 
tary would  fain  have  resisted,  but  Roderigo  pe- 
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remptorily  commanded  every  one  of  his  party  to 
remain  passive. 

"  *  I  am  rich  and  old,'  said  he,  *  why  should  I 
risk  the  lives  of  my  faithful  friends  and  tbilowers, 
for  a  little  yellow  dross,  which  I  cannot  carry 
away  with  me  to  the  other  world  after  all.' 

"  Methinks,  said  I  to  my  companion,  we  may 
in  conscience  be  satisfied  with  the  rich  booty  we 
have  already  captured,  and  allow  the  good  old 
Count  to  proceed. 

"  '  But  I  have  no  conscience,'  said  St  Sauveur, 
and  placing  a  loaded  pistol  to  the  old  man's  ear, 
he  vociferously  declared  he  would  fire  if  he  did 
not  deliver  the  contents  of  his  pockets  on  the 
instant. 

"*I  carry  about  me  articles  which  I  will 
never  willingly  lose  sight  of,'  said  Roderigo 
calmly,  ^and  at  the  same  time  suddenly  throwing 
up  St.  Sauveur's  pistol  with  one  hand,  he  endea- 
voured with  the  other  lo  draw  a  small  pistol 
from  the  pocket  of  the  carriage. 

'*  St.  Sauveur  guessed  at,   rather  than  saw  the 
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action,  and  he  was  about  adjusting  his  blunder- 
buss and  taking  aim  at  the  Count  Roderigo,  when 
I,  who  had  also  taken  my  aim,  fired  from  the 
opposite  side  of  the  carriage  and  shot  St  Sauveur 
through  the  heart.  He  sprang  up  in  the  air,  and 
fell  prostrate  on  his  back,  a  corpse. 

"  *  Surely,'  said  Roderigo,  '  this  man  has  pur- 
posely shot  his  comrade  in  our  defence. — His  se- 
cretary and  niece  were  incredulous,  and  believed 
I  had  missed  fire,  whilst  intending  their  destruc- 
tion. 

**  I  was  reckless  and  souglit  not  to  justify  my- 
self. 

'*  My  father's  son  was  now  a  mangled  corpse, 

and  Isadore  was  avenged. 1  contrived  to  drop 

the  gold  booty  we  had  taken,  softly  into  Roderi- 
go's  carriage,  and  then  putting  spurs  to  Beltramo*s 
fleetest  horse,  I  was  soon  out  of  sight. 

"  The  robber's  hailed  my  return  with  rapture. 
*  Thank  Heaven  you  are  alive  and  well,'  exclaim- 
ed Beltramo,  *but  where  is  St.  Sauveur.?' 

'•  Shot!  — said  I,  throwing  myself  into  a  chair. 
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"  No  one  appeared  to  regret  the  villain's  death. 

**  *  These  little  accidents  are  common  to  us 
heroes  of  the  shade/  said  Beltramo,  *  and  I  thank 
Heaven  it  is  no  worse  ; — it  will  be  my  turn  next  if 
my  forebodings  do  not  deceive  me,  and  then  noble 
Alberto,  you  will  worthily  take  my  place. — not 
a  man  here  will  dispute  it   with  you.* 

"  Having  made  a  suitable  reply,  I  produced 
rather  a  large  sum  of  money  from  my  own  waist- 
belt  purse,  and  handed  it  over  to  Beltramo,  as 
the  contents  of  Roderigo's  valise. 

"  The  bravoes  eyes  sparkled  at  the  sight  of  the 
gold. 

"  *  Let  us  at  once  divide  the  plunder,'  said  the 
chief. 

**  Beltramo,  I  interrupted,  I  must  immediately 
take  my  leave  of  you,  but  only  for  a  short  period 
— I  will  return,  if  I  live,  and  that  as  soon  as  I 
have  buried  my  brother,  supposing  his  body  has 
not  already  been  removed. 

No    one    disputed    my  very    natural    request. 
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whilst  all  doubted  my  power  to  accomplish  my 
wishes  with  safety  to  myself. 

"  My  plan  was  simple.  I  directed  a  letter  to 
myself  from  St.  Sauveur,  and  finding  my  brother's 
body  where  I  had  left  it,  I  placed  my  epistle  in 
his  pocket,  and  carried  away  and  buried  his 
mask,  dagger,  belt,  and  every  article  about  his 
person,  calculated  to  excite  suspicions  to  his  pre- 
judice. 

**  I  then  hastened  to  the  hotel  to  which  my  let- 
ter was  addressed,  situated  in  a  small  town  about 
four  leagues  from  the  spot. 

"  Every  thing  turned  out  as  I  expected  ;  some 
passing  travellers  discovered  the  body,  and  the 
proper  authorities  being  applied  to,  I  was  sent  for 
and  permitted  to  take  charge  of  it  to  Lyons. 

"  Isadore,  already  on  the  brink  of  the  grave, 
learning  from  some  careless  menial  that  her  hus- 
band was  brought  to  Lyons  a  corpse,  was  seized 
with  premature  labour,  and  expired  in  a  few 
hours,  after  giving  birth  to  a  daughter,  and  was 
buried  in  the  same  grave  with  her  husband. 
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"  As  Isadore  possessed  a  large  independent  for- 
tune, a  magnificent  tomb  was  erected  to  their  me- 
mory in  the  church  yard,  which  is  the  principal 
burial  place  of  the   natives  of  Lyons. 

"  After  St.  Sauveur's  funeral,  I  hastened  to 
Naples,  and  once  more  embraced  my  noble  bro- 
ther Vivaldi,  who  was  greatly  shocked  at  the 
change  he  observed  in  my  appearance.  How 
that  dear  brother  loved  me! — May  heaven  re- 
ward and  bless  him  !  The  best  and  warmest 
affections  of  his  generous  and  devoted  heart, 
were  exclusively  mine;  for  his  brother  he  would 
have  renounced  the  love  of  women,  although 
formed  to  be  adored  ; — for  his  brother,  he  would 
have  died  the  death  of  a  ruffian  on  the  scaf- 
fold, without  a  murmur!!"  Here  the  prisoner's 
voice  became  inaudible  from  the  excess  of  his 
emotion. 

After  a  struggle  to  recover  his  firmness,  Count 
Orlando  Alberto  proceeded  as  follows: 

"  I   remained    two    days   with   Vivaldi,   who 
vainly  sought   to  penetrate  my  secret  cause  of 
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sorrow,    and  then    returned    to  join    the    Ban- 
dits. 

Disgusted  with  the  world,  and  weaiy  of  life, 
my  restless  mind  sought  relief  in  danger,  and  the 
excitation  of  hair  breadth  escapes,  such  as  out- 
laws encounter  in  the  course  of  their  precarious 
career. 

"  None  but  such  as  have  loved  like  me  can 
judge  of  the  dreary  void,  which  Isadore*s  death 
occasioned  in  my  heart,  and  of  the  hollowness 
of  every  earthly  prospect  to  me,  when  all  that  my 
imagination  had  pictured  of  brightness,  hope,  and 
joy,  lay  murdered  in  the  grave. 

"  I  hated  mankind,  and  to  my  shame  be  it  spo- 
ken, I  secretly  reproached  the  kindest  brother, 
that  ever  breathed  on  earth,  because  it  was  for 
his  sake  I  had  absented  myself  from  Isadore. 

Beltramo's  prognostication  was  correct.  Short- 
ly after  my  second  appearance  in  the  cavern,  he 
lost  his  life  in  a  skirmish  with  a  party  of  foreign, 
travellers,  when  I  was  unanimonsly  chosen  as 
their   leader,  and  declared  captain   and  chief  of 
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the  Brigand  band,  who  pronounced  their  oaths 
of  obedience  and  devotion,  with  the  solemnity 
of  their  accustomed  forms,  sealing  and  regis- 
tering their  vows  in  blood;  and  who,  for  years, 
were  feared  and  dreaded  under  the  title  of  their 
adopted  watchword,  the  family  name  of  their 
new  chosen  chief,  myself — he  nee- after  wards  cal- 
led commonly  "Alberto's  Band,"  and  I  am 
that  humble  individual,  whose  name  has  rung 
through  and  alarmed  all  Italy,  and  upon  whose 
head,  such  rewards  have  been  so  frequently  pla- 
carded over  the  country. 

*•  Murder  we  avoided,  save  in  absolute  self  de» 
fence,  although  we  have  had  the  credit  of  being 
the  actors  in,  or  instigators  of  every  act  of  atro- 
city committed  in  the  kingdom.  All  this  I  heed- 
ed not,  whilst  I  confess  that  to  pillage  was  my 
triumph,  and  I  felt  a  secret  vicious  pleasure  in 
waging  war  with  mankind,  myself  the  veriest 
wretch  amongst  them. 

Vol.  III.  I  I 
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"  One  night  when  I  had  successfully  followed 
the  bravo*s  life  for  nearly  two  years,  whilst  we 
stood  on  the  verge  of  that  part  of  the  wood, 
which  opens  into  the  road,  the  light  of  the  moon 
discovered  to  us  two  carriages,  moving  towards 
us  from  opposite  directions. 

"  I  courted  danger,  for  I  had  set  my  life's  best 
hope  upon  a  cast,  and  losing  that,  was  sick  and 
weary  of  the  breath  I  drew.  Leave  me  to  man- 
age alone  the  carriage  approaching  from  the  left, 
said  I,  and  go  you  altogether  to  the  one  advancing 
from  the  right. 

'*  My  faithful  followers  for  a  moment  hesitat- 
ed, and   refused  to  leave  me. 

**  I  could  appreciate  their  motive,  but  there 
was  no  time  for  wavering  or  for  argument,  and 
assuming  a  sternness  of  manner,  fit  only  for  the 
emergent  crisis.  Ami  your  chief,  said  I,  or  were 
your  oaths  mere  mockery,  the  oaths  of  hireling 
ruffians  ?   Have  you  sunk  lower  than  the  common 
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thief,  who  yet  shows  honor  and  obedience  to  his 
gang- leader  ? 

**I  spoke  with  vehemence,  for  a  mysterious 
warning  voice  within  me,  made  me  firm  in  my 
determination,  to  meet  the  carriage  single  handed 
and  alone. 

'*  The  bravoes  I  commanded,  bent  their  heads 
low,  in  token  of  obedience,  and  placing  their 
hands  upon  their  hearts,  proceeded  to  the  right 
attack,  whilst  I,  approached  the  light  elegant 
travelling  equipage  to  the  left  As  usual,  I  wore 
my  craped  mask,  and  I  was  mounted  on  the  noble 
steed,  bequeathed  to  me  by  my  fallen  predecessor, 
Beltramo. 

**  Presenting  my  carabine  at  the  carriage  win- 
dow, by  way  of  introduction  to  the  solitary  tra- 
veller, I  demanded  money,  keys,  and  jewels !  ! 

*  *  ♦  ♦  *  * 

♦  *  *  <it  *  <)t 

'*  Orlando! V^ivaldi!! 

were  our  separate,  but  sudden  exclamations         * 
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*  *  *  * 

*  *  *  * 

*•  The  carriage  doors  were  hastily  forced  open, 

and  brothers  pressed  each  other  in  their  arms ! ! — 

*  *  *  * 

*  *  *  # 
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CHAP.  XLVII 


CONTINUATION  OF   THE  BANDIT  S    CONFESSION. 

"  OuK  interview,  and  the  tirst  burst  of  unre- 
strained feelings  on  both  sides,  can  be  better 
imagined  than  described. 

**  *  Poor  lost,  but  still  dear  brother,'  said  Vi- 
valdi at  length,  '  be  your  crimes  or  errors  what 
they  may,  I  will  share  your  fate; — send  me  not 
away  from  you,  Orlando,  for  'twill  break  my 
heart.  In  infancy,  in  boyhood,  and  in  youth,  have 
we  not  ever  been  the  best  and  dearest  friends  ? 
— How  have  I  deserved  to  lose  my  brother  ?' 

Owing  to  the  darkness  of  the  night,  and  the 
sleepiness  of  the  out  riders,  no  one  had  observed 
iny  attack  upon  Vivaldi.    I  had  by  the  postillions 
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been  mistaken  for  some  groom  or  courier,  de- 
spatched from  the  town  they  had  left,  with  some 
forgotten  message  or  commission,  and  wrapping 
my  cloak  around  me,  I  was  prevailed  on  by  my 
tender  brother  to  accompany  him  to  the  nearest 
house  of  reception,  when  I  related  to  him,  in  few 
words,  all  that  had  befallen  me." 

"  Vivaldi  was  deeply  affected,  and  shed  tears  as 
he  remembered  that  but  for  his  duel,  and  subse- 
quent difficulties  at  a  certain  court,  I  had  re- 
mained to  protect  Isadore,  and  been  happy. 

**  *  It  was  your  affection  for  me,  that  has  de- 
stroyed your  peace  of  mind,'  he  exclaimed,  em- 
bracing me,  and  looking  on  me  with  the  tender- 
est  pity. 

"  It  is  time,  said  the  prisoner,  who  appeared 
almost  sinking  with  exhaustion,  that  I  conclude 
my  melancholy  narrative.  I  must,  therefore, 
touch  briefly  on  what  remains  to  be  related. 
Vivaldi  would  take  no  refusal,  but  insisted  on 
accompanying  me  to  the  Bandit  cavern. 

"  1    believe    that  heart  does    not   beat  in    the 
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breast  of  any  man  alive,  however  hardened,  that 
could  not  warm  towards  my  brother  Vivaldi, 
when  he  sought  to  conciliate  and  soften  it. 

*'  Reckless  of  consequences  to  himself,  he  at 
once  took  up  his  abode  amongst  us,  having,  with 
his  characteristic  promptitude,  determined  on  the 
Herculean  undertaking  of  reforming  the  whole 
Banditti. 

**  The  better  to  effect  his  purpose,  he  avoided 
making  sermons,  or  long  speeches  mal  a-pro- 
pos. 

"  '  Bravoes  and  Bandits,'  he  would  say,  *  I  love 
you  all  for  your  obedience  and  loyalty  to  my  bro- 
ther.— You  have  stood  by  him  in  danger,  I  will 
stand  by  you  whilst  I  live  for  better  or  for  worse, 
here  is  my  hand  on  it! — Is  it  a  bargain  ? 

"  The  cavern  resounded  with  applauding 
shouts. 

**  •  I  am  a  young  profligate,  and  but  an  indif- 
ferent Catholic,'  so  Vivaldi  proceeded,  *  but  my 
policy,  gentlemen,  is  better  than  yours,  for  I  never 
put  my  neck  in  jeopardy— do   not  interrupt  me; 
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You  have  all  of  you  a  taste  for  something,  and  I 
have  power  at  court,  my  fine  fellows ;  more  than 
you  imagine,  perhaps.  If  any  eccentric  character 
among  you  has  a  taste  for  the  guillotine,  that 
predilection  shall  be  gratified — but  for  the  rest  of 
you,  some  I  see  have  the  cut  of  soldiers— others 
v^^ould  make  good  fathers  and  husbands. — Carlo 
there,  has  the  bearing  of  a  sailor, — Rodolpho  has 
the  air  and  manners  of  a  court  intriguant. — Believe 
not  my  friends,  that  you  are  fallen  to  rise  no 
more. — Such  self-degradation,  ill  becomes  any 
brave  man. — My  character  stands  fair  in  the 
world,  yet  am  I  not  ashamed  to  offer  you  my 
friendship — And  my  noble  brother  here,  though 
he  should  join  the  army,  will  often  visit  these  snug 
quarters,  as  long  as  a  single  comrade  inhabits 
them. 

**  *  Alberto's  Bandits'  you  shall  still  be 
called,  but  you  shall  be  mine,  until  I  have  found  a 
better  trade  for  every  one  of  you. 

*' *  Bravissimo !       bravissimo!'       was     echoed 
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through  the  cave  My  dear  brother  never  yet 
spoke  but  to  persuade. 

"  It  would  tire  the  court  were  I  to  recount  all 
the  arguments  he  used,  or  all  the  exertions  he 

made 1  will,  therefore,  briefly  state  that,   for 

my  own  part,  I  refused  the  commission  which  his 
interest  would  have  procured  for  me  in  the 
Russian  service,  and  into  whicl)  from  choice,  I 
entered  as  a  private  soldier,  calling  myself  Ligo- 
nia. 

"  My  military  career  is  known,  or  at  least  it 
imports  not  the  court  now  to  listen  to  it*s  detail. 
Whenever  I  have  been  able  to  procure  leave  of 
absence  from  my  duties,  I  have  eagerly  joined  my 
beloved  brother,  and  we  have  together  exerted 
ourselves  to  efl'ect  a  complete  reformation  of  my 
brother  outlaws. 

"  But  this  was  a  work  of  time,  for  their  haunts 
were  spread  far  and  wide,  and  not  confined  to  the 
cavern  where  I  had  resided. 

'*  Whilst  the  persevering  Count  Vivaldi,  \va» 

Vol.  III.  K  K 
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successfully  labouring  to  procure  employment, 
for  such  of  the  Bandits  as  his  persuasions  had 
prevailed  upon,  to  renounce  their  haunts  and 
vices,  we  from  motives  of  prudence  propagated 
the  story  of  Count  Orlando  Alberto's  death,  in 
order  the  more  eflectually  to  ensure  my  safety, 
under  the  borrowed  appellanon  of  Ligonia. 

"  (iradually  every  Brigand  who  had  been  under 
my  command,  became  reformed,  and  assisted  by 
the  powerful  aid  and  protection  of  an  illustrious 
Personage,  wlio  must  for  obvious  reasons  remain 
nameless,  honorable  employment  was  procured 
for  every  Bandit,  suitable  to  his  abilities  and  dis- 
position. 

"  In  the  year  1815,  as  Captain  in  Count  Drog- 
nichietJ's  regiment  of  Cossacks,  I  entered  France, 
and  at  Lyons,  I  was  billetted  on  the  same  house 
in  which  resided  under  the  protection  of  Madame 
de  Fleury,  St.  Sauveur's  orphan  daughter! ! 

*'  The  instinctive  abhorrence  evinced  towards 
me  by  Isadore's  child  Isabelle,  became  a  subject 
of  deep  anguish  to  my  already  lacerated   heart, 
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and  I  visited  the  tomb  of  Isadore  and  my  mur- 
dered brother  with  feehngs,  which  I  will  not  at- 
tempt to  describe. 

I  was,  however,  so  altered  by  long  suflerings, 
service,  and  a  profuse  moustache,  that  1  v\  as  not 
recognized  by  a  single  individual  in  Lyons. — 
Doctor  Lambert  with  whom  I  frequently  con- 
versed, was  even  deceived  ; — he  looked  on  me  as 
an  entire  stranger,  and  believed  me  to  be  a  Russian. 

**  I  returned  to  Russia  in  the  year  1818,  at  the 
breaking  up  of  the  army  of  occupation.  Some 
months  afterwards,  the  report  reached  me  of  my 
beloved  brother  having  become  an  object  of  sus- 
picion to  the  Neapolitan  government,  and  I  learn't 
further  that  he  had  been  subjected  to  an  exami- 
nation, the  subject  of  which  I  need  not  detail  to 
the  court,  it  having  some  time  been  before  the 
public. 

"  I  applied  to  the  old  Count  DrognichietV,  my 
worthy  and  esteemed  commander,  for  leave  to 
absent  myself,  and  having  obtained  it,  I  travelled 
from  our  head-quarters  at  Smolensko,  to  Naples. 
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**  Here  I  had  the  satisfaction  to  learn  that  my 
brother  had  been  amply  and  honorably  acquitted, 
when  having  embraced  him  with  my  whole  heart, 
I  hastened  back  to  Smolensko,  where  I  knew  my 
services  were  urgently  required. 

"  I  was  on  that  occasion  accompanied  to 
Russia  by  the  young  page  Eugenio,  who  is  the 
prot^gfe  of  his  Eminence  the  Cardinal  Poco-pu- 
ranti. 

"  But  little  more  remains  for  me  to  relate. 
The  news  of  my  brother's  second  arrest,  and 
imprisonment,  reached  me  accidentally,  and  on 
the  instant  I  was  again  upon  the  road  to  Naples, 
where  I  arrived  in  time  only  to  learn  his  condem- 
nation. 

"  The  very  hour  indeed  of  his  execution  was  at 
hand,  when  placing  my  Bandit  blade  and  pistols 
in  my  belt,  and  throwing  my  Brigand  cloak 
around  my  person  for  effect,  I  rushed  into  the 
presence  of  the  assembled  people,  to  announce  my- 
self as  the  outlaw  Chief  Alberto!— and  to  save. 
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as  I  should  hope  the  life  of  an  innocent  and  be- 
loved brother." 

Count  Orlando  Alberto  having  thus  concluded 
his  confessions,  more  than  two  hundred  witnesses 
were  examined.  The  Dame  Cattarina  recognized 
her  nursling,  and  swore  to  having  seen  him  in 
the  cavern.  Count  Roderigo  remembered  the 
voice  of  the  prisoner  which  was  so  peculiarly 
harmonious,  as  to  be  rarely  forgotten  by  any  one 
by  whom  it  was  once  heard. 

In  short,  the  President  of  the  Tribunal,  who  in 
the  case  of  Count  Vivaldi  had  spoken  so  warmly 
in  favor  of  circumstantial  and  corroborative  evi- 
dence, could  scarcely  fail  now  to  be  convinced  of 
the  innocence  of  the  Count  Vivaldi  Alberto, 
to  whose  charitable  disposition,  honorable  spirit, 
and  noble  character,  so  many  among  the  noblest 
and  most  respectable  classes  of  society,  had  come 
voluntarily  forward  to  bear  testimony. 

The  examination  of  witnesses  lasted  eleven 
days,  when  at  length  Count  Vivaldi  Alberto  was 
fully,  honorably,  and  publicly  acquitted. 
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The  feelings  of  the  assembled  multitude  were 

too  deep  to  evaporate  at  once  in  shouts  or  riot. 

Some  of  the  most  phlegmatic  amongst  them,  and 

the  Cardinal  to  boot  were  observed  to  shed  tears, 

such    as  soften   the   heart  and  make   it  better, 

while  sobs  almost  hysterical  were  heard  amongst 

Alberto's  friends. 

It  was  not  till  the  crisis  of  deep  concentrated 

feeling   had  subsided,  that  the  court  resounded 

with  plaudits  and  wild  merriment. 
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CHAP.  XLVIII. 


IN  WHICH  CLARA  GAZUL  PROCEEDS  WITH  THIS 
NARRATIVE. 


I  WAS  present  when  Ligonia,  whom  we  must 
now  call  Orlando,  received  his  sentence  of  death, 
yet  I  neither  fainted  or  shed  tears,  nature  having 
bestowed  on  me  a  firmness  of  spirit  and  strength 
of  mind,  such  as  almost  defied  the  power  of  fate 
or  accident  to  subdue. 

Something  methought  might  yet  be  done  to 
soften  the  horrors  of  Count  Orlando's  last  mo- 
ments; — four  and  twenty  hours  were  before  me; 
I  hurried  away  from  a  scene  so  appalling,  and 
throwing  myself  on  my  knees  in  my  closet,  I 
prayed  fervently  for  some  minutes,  then  bent  my 
trembling  steps  towards  the  palazzo  of  the  rich  and 
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powerful  Count  Roderigo,  whom  my  readers  may 
remember  had  paid  his  court  to  me  very  obse- 
quiously, on  my  first  arrival  in  Italy. 

I  would  speak  to  your  noble  master,  the 
Count  Roderigo,  directly,  said  I  to  the  porter, 
at  the  outward  gate.  The  man  examined  me 
with  impertinent  curiosity. 

For  pity's  sake  do  not  detain  me,  said  1,  my 
business  with  the  Count  is  most  urgent. 

'*  Nay,  then,  I  am  sorry  for  thee  child,  for 
we  dare  not  disturb  his  Lordship  at  this  mo- 
ment,*' replied  the  porter. 

I  sighed  heavily. 

The  Count's  French  valet  entered  the  gate  just 
as  I  was  about  to  retire.  Having  hastily  enquired 
my  business,  he  examined  me  from  head  to  foot, 
and  then  politely  offered  to  conduct  me  to  his 
master's  library. 

"  Why,  are  you  not  aware,  that  the  Count  has 
issued  positive  orders  not  to  be  disturbed  this 
morning?"  enquired  the  astonished  porter,  of  the 
valet,  who  wore  rouge,  ruffles,  and  rings. 
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"  C'est  egal,"  said  the  valet,  '*  permettez  Ma- 
demoiselle,"   and  he  presented  me  his  finger. 

In  this  order  we  traversed  several  long  gal- 
leries, the  whole  of  which  were  adorned  by  some 
of  the  finest  paintings  in  the  world.  Arrived  at 
the  Count's  private  library,  my  conductor  tap- 
ped at  the  door. 

"  Who  knocks?  Why  am  I  disobeyed?"  said 
the  Count  from  within,  and  he  spoke  in  an  angry 
voice. 

"  Monsieur  le  Comte,  said  the  obsequious 
valet  as  he  entered,  still  holding  me  by  the  tips 
of  my  two  forefingers — Ca  ^toit  si  jolie  !  !  !  que 
j*ai  presume  que  votre  seigneurie  n*aimeroit  pas 
qu'on  la  renvoye.* 

"  Ah  !  a  la  bonne-heurel"t  exclaimed  the  old 
Count,  while    hastily  making  use  of  his  brilliant 


*  Here  my  lord  is  a  lady  so  beautiful! ! '.     that  I  have  presumed, 
that  your  lx)rdship  would  be  displeased,  had  T  sent  her  away, 
f  Ah  !   well  aud  good  ! 
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eye-glass,  then  dropping  il  in  ecstacy,  "  c'est  la 
charmante  Gazul!" 

"  Ecoate!"  said  he  to  his  valet,  whilst  pushing 
him  gently  out  of  the  room  by  the  shoulder,  **  ton 
tact  est  admirable !  ton  gout  est  exquis ! ! — et  ta 
prevoyance  est — on  ne  peut  plus  touchante!! — 
Va-t-en."* 

*•  And  now  that  we  are  alone,  beautiful  Clara 
Gazul,"  continued  the  Count,  at  the  same  time 
seizing  hold  of  my  hand,  "  let  me  thank  you 
on  my  knees  for  this  sweet  condescension — but 
yoiu  are  pale  as  death ! — what  has  happened  to 
the  lovely  bloom  that  used  to  charm  all  our 
hearts  away  ?" 

Hear  me,  Count  Roderigo !  Give  me  I  be- 
seech you  time  to  speak,  I  will  not  long  detain 
your  Lordship. 

"  Speak  fairest  creature,  I  am  all  attention." 

"  The  Count  Orlando  Alberto,  saved  your 
life. 

*  Hearken  !  your  tact  is  admirable — your  taste  is  exquisite,  and 
^our  foresight — impossible  to  be  more  penetrating GO  ! 
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"  I  believe  it  sincerely  my  child — the  ati'air 
struck  me  in  that  light  from  tlie  first,  nor  do  I 
want  the  will  now,  to  serve  him  in  my  turn, 
were  not  the  power  denied  me.  No  man  in 
Italy  can  save  the  Count  Orlando. 

"  The  murder  of  his  brother,  we  could  have 
got  over,  aided  by  the  powerful  friends  of 
Count  Vivaldi;  but  the  country  is  at  this  pe- 
riod so  infested  with  Banditti,  that  an  example 
is  sought  for,  and  is  found. 

"  A  Chief  of  Banditti  may  not  in  these  times 
dream  of  pardon  after  his  condemnation. — His 
hours  are  surely  numbered." 

Alas!  I  feared  so!  Nor  do  I  come  to  your 
Lordship  in  the  hopes  of  saving  Count  Orlando's 
life,  but 

•*  Speak  my  child,    How  can  I  oblige  you  ?" 

It  would  relieve  Count  Orlando's  mind,  and 
afford  him  comfort  in  his  last  moments,  were  he 
allowed  to  embrace  his  niece  Isabelle  St.  Sau- 
veur;  can  you  obtain  her  admittance  into  his  ctll 
to  night? 
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'*  Alone  1  have  no  power,  but  it  shall  be  done 
my  pretty  pigeon.  Poco-puranti  can  do  it. — I 
will  go  to  him  directly.  I  have  a  good  heart  you 
see — this  is  not  the  moment  to  detain  you  child, 
for  we  have  no  time  to  lose." 

God  bless  you  Count  Roderigo,  said  I,  and 
I  embraced  the  old  man's  knees,  while  the  tears 
which  despair  had  dried,  now  flowed  freely  down 
my  cheek.  The  old  Count  was  a  good  deal 
affected. 

**  It  is  all  we  can  do  for  him  1  fear,"  said  he, 
kindly  raising  me  and  drying  my  tears  with  his 
own  handkerchief 

Be  assured  it  will  comfort  him,  said  I,  strug- 
gling for  composure.  Lose  no  time  Count  Roderi- 
go, I  earnestly  pray  you,  and  on  your  own  death- 
bed, which  sooner  or  later  must  overtake  you, 
the  recollection  that  your  benevolent  exertions, 
had  soothed  the  penitent  heart  of  Count  Orlando 
Alberto,  and  had  thrown  a  parting  ray  of  sun- 
shine, on   the  gloom  of  that  dreadful  night,  which 
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preceded  his  execution,   will  afford  you  more  so- 
lid comfort,  than  you  are  now  aware  of. 

"  I  will  not  lose  a  single  instant,"  said  the  old 
Count  Roderigo,  feelingly  and  then  we  parted. 

I  lost  no  time  in  returning  to  Isabelle.  She 
had  suffered  deeply  on  Alberto's  account,  but 
she  was  now  rejoicing  at  his  acquittal. 

Isabelle,  said  I,  striving  to  speak  calmly — 
Count  Orlando  must  lay  his  head  upon  the  block 
before  noon  to-morrow,  and  you  have  not  for- 
given him.  You  have  cursed  the  beloved  of  your 
mother's  heart,  your  own  uncle,  because  he  sent  a 
monster  out  of  the  world,  and  by  that  action 
saved  the  life  of  an  honest  man. 

"  With  all  my  heart,  and  all  my  soul,  I  have 
repented  me  that  I  ever  hated  my  uncle,  I  will 
not  therefore  pretend  now  to  forgive  the  beloved 
of  my  dear  lost  mother's  heart,  for  having  des- 
troyed her  murderer,  for  I  have  nothing  to  for- 
give ; — but  I  will  pray  to  the  Almighty  that  we 
may  all  three  meet,  and  love  each  other  in  Hea- 
ven; all   lour  I  would  rather  say,  for  Count  Vi- 
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valdi  Alberto  will  not,  I  fear,  survive  his  bro- 
ther." 

I  had  no  consolation  to  offer,  but  we  kissed 
away  the  fast  falling  tears  from  each  others  eyes, 
and  though  our  cheeks  were  clammy  and  cold, 
there  was  still  warmth  in  the  two  hearts  tbat 
now  beat  close  together. 

Our  suspense  was  relieved,  at  a  late  hour  in  the 
evening,  by  the  following  note  from  Count  Rode- 
rigo, 

■  ;* 

wtff*  Mademoiselle  St.  Sauveur  may  safely  conficje 
"  in  the  bearer,  who  will  conduct  her  to  the  pri- 
•  soner's  cell.  -t 

"  The  Count  RoDERiGO." 
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CHAP.  XLIX 


A  CONDEMNED  CELL. 


The  prisoner,  as  I  was  afterwards  informed,  lay 
calmly  sleeping  on  a  couch.  A  rude  lamp  burnt 
dimly  over  his  head.  The  heavy  clock  had  just 
struck  the  hour  of  midnight,  when  the  jailor 
softly  unlocked  the  door  to  admit  Isabelle  St. 
Sauveur.  She  was  equipped  in  the  self  samfe 
dress  and  veil  that  her  mother  had  worn  on  the 
night  that  Count  Orlando  had  taken  his  leave  of 
her  to  join  his  brother  Vivaldi  in  a  distant  coun- 
try, and  it  was  said  that  her  resemblance  to  her 
late  mother  was  very  striking  As  she  bent  over 
the  prisoner,  a  lock  of  her  long  fair  hair  'touched 
his  pale  cheek,  and  it  awoke  him. 
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*'  Isadore!!"  he  exclaimed,  and  the  niece  was 
pressed  to  the  beating  heart  of  her  uncle. 

The  illusion  was  but  momentary. 

"  It  is  Isadore*s  child  who  comes  to  bless  and 
pray  for  you,"  said  Isabelle,  pressing  Orlando's 
chill  hand  between  her  own,  and  covering  it  with 
kisses. 

"  My  child  !"  said  the  prisoner,  '•  my  dear 
child,"  and  his  features  glowed  with  the  expres- 
sion of  pure  happiness,  such  as  they  had  not 
worn  for  many  a  day. 

"  I  have  wojunded  the  feelings  of  him  who 
should  have  been  my  father,  and  I  come  to  ask 
him  for  forgivenness,"  said  Isabelle,  "  look  on  me 
my  dear  Count  Orlando,  I  am  told  that  my  fea- 
tures strongly  resemble  yours,  as  well  as  my  de- 
parted mother's, — suppose  me  for  a  moment  your 
own  child— your  own  daughter." 

"  Bless  you  my  child,"  said  Orlando,  tenderly 

embracing  her "  my  last  prayer  shall  be  for 

your  happiness,  and  that  of  my  dearly  beloved 
brother.     'I'ell  him— tell   \'ivaldi,   dear   Isabelle, 
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that  death  had  no  pangs  for  me,  since  Isadore's 
child  has  forgiven  me, — say  to  him  that  I  put  my 
faith  in  God,  who  knows  that  my  repentance  has 
been  honest  and  sincere,  and  that  I  await  the 
brief  pang  that  is  to  separate  me  from  the  cares 
and  toils  of  this  Hfe,  without  fear  or  trembling, 
save  for  his  repose. 

•*  My  child,  waste  not  a  thought  on  me,  my 
sand  is  out,  my  cares  are  passing  away  for  ever, 
but  who  shall  comfort  my  beloved  brother?  If 
you  could  know  the  anguish  of  liis  heart  as  I  do, 
you  would  not  tarry  here  with  the  murderer  of 
his  repose.  Go  to  him  dear  Isabel le,  and  may 
Almighty  God  inspire  you  with  power  to  sooth 
his  despair.  Tell  him  we  shall,  as  I  trust,  all 
meet  in  a  better  world,  and  if  ever  spirits  are  suf- 
fered to  look  down  on  things  of  this  earth,  mine 
shall  watch  over,  and  remain  with  him  for  ever. 

'*  I  know  well,"  continued  Orlando,  with  a 
sigh,  he  vainly  tried  to  suppress,  "  that  it  Vivaldi 
is  not  here  to  press  his  brother  once  tnore  to  his 
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heart,  and  to  weep  over  his  delinquencies,  that 
some  wise  and  powerful  motive  withholds  him. 

"  I  will  not  reproach  him  that  he  spared  us 
both  the  pang  he  could  scarcely  have  survived. — 
Tell  him,  that  true  to  him,  as  has  ever  been 
each  pulsation  of  my  heart,  it  never  yet  beat 
with  such  warmth  and  glow  of  fraternal  love 
as  now,  when  methinks,  that  if  unobserved 
by  him,  I  could  see  my  brother  smiling  with  his 
wanted  lightness  of  heart,  it  would  be  the  bright- 
est moment  of  my  whole  life. 

**  And  shall  this  affection  which  commenced 
with  our  existence,  and  glows  yet  so  warmly  in 
my  breast,  shall  it  die  on  the  scaffold  before 
noon  ?  No  dear  brother,  our  spirits  will  surely 
live  on  and  unite  for  ever  I" 

Some  footsteps  were  heard  approaching  the 
prisoner's  cell.  Orlando's  pale  cheek  was  flush- 
ed, and  his  beautiful  countenance  brightened. 

"  Vivaldi  is  coming  to  bless  me  e're  I  die,'*  said 
he.  The  door  opened  slowly,  and  the  grim  face 
of  the  jailor  stood  before  him. 
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The  disappointment  was  severe,  but  it  was  his 
last  The  jailor  came  in  haste  to  say,  that  the 
Cardinal  Poco-puranti  had  sent  his  own  confessor 
to  attend  the  prisoner,  who  waited  without  for 
admittance,  and  not  an  instant  more  could  be 
granted. 

Isabelle  dropped  on  her  knees,  and  raising  her 
eyes  to  Heaven  ejaculated,  **  Grant  him  thy  for- 
giveness Almighty  God,  and  unite  us  all  in 
Heaven."  ' 

She  was  going *'Stay,"  said  the  un- 
fortunate man,  drawing  a  simple  ring  from  his 
finger,  and  pressing  his  lips  upon  it  in  a  long  kiss. 
— "  Carry  this  poor  ring  with  my  last  kiss  to  my 
dearest  brother,  and  may  God  comfort  him, 
whom  I  am  to  behold  no  more  on  earth. 

The  priest  approached,  and  Isabelle  was  for- 
cibly hurried  out  of  the  cell. 

Our  friend  Doctor  Lambert,  afterwards  re- 
lated the  following  particulars  of  Count  Orlando 
Alberto's  execution. 

He  walked  firmly  towards  the  scatibld,  but  he 
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was   deadly  pale,  and   his  eyes   wandered,  as  if 
in  eager  search  of  some  one. 

The  crowd  was  so  tremendous,  that  the  whole 
muster  of  the  Neapolitan  police,  was  insufficient  to 
keep  them  in  order.  Hundreds  among  those  who 
had  travelled  from  distant  countries  for  the  sole 
purpose  of  catching  one  glance  of  the  terrible  Ban- 
dit chief,  might  as  well  have  remained  at  home. 

The  rude  scene  was  about  to  close,  Orlando 
had  approached  the  scaffold,  when  the  thrilling 
voice  of  his  brother,  arrested  the  executioner's 
hands. 

"Orlando  I!  Adieu!  Adieu!!  Oh!  my 
brother,  look  on  me  once  more !" 

Every  one,  in  pity,  made  way,  and  Vivaldi 
having  gained  ground,  though  still  at  some  dis- 
tance, tlie  brothers  eyes  met.  Orlando's  features, 
which  had  just  before  born  the  fixed  character  of 
death,  now  glowed  with  brilliant  animation,  and 
his  eyes  flashed  with  the  beauty  of  other  days. 
His   hands  were   confined,    but   his  countenance 
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was  too  expressive  to  require  o^ier   demonstra- 
tion  than  what  was  so  easily  read  there. 

Count  Vivaldi's  whole  appearance  had  under- 
gone such  a  melancholy  change,  that  he  was 
scarcely  to  be  recognized  by  his  oldest  ac- 
quaintances. His  matted,  and  dishevelled  hair 
fell  wildly  over  his  hollow  cheeks.  The  late  bril- 
liant tints  of  his  glowing  complexion,  had  changed 
to  sallow  paleness ;  his  very  garments  were  torn 
and  soiled,  and  yet  a  painter  had  scarcely  found 
on  earth,  another  mortal  mixture  of  earth's  clay, 
so  magnificent  in  the  rare  beauty  of  its  outline 
and  expression. 

Orlando's  lips  moved — his  whole  soul  was  in 
the  animated  glare  which  he  threw  on  his  brother, 
but  his   words  were  lost 

Vivaldi  saw  the  head  of  their  hitherto  un- 
sullied house,  pinioned  like  a  common  thief's, 
and  thus  exposed  to  the  gaze  of  the  crowded 
populace.  He  saw  him  bend  his  fine  neck  for 
the  convenience  of  tlie  executioner,  and  then  he 
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fell  prostrate  on  the  earth. — It  was  supposed  he 
had  fainted,  but  the  next  instant  **  he  is  dead,'* 
issued  from  the  voices  of  the   crowd. 

Orlando  heard  them,  and  exclaimed,  "  f  thank 
Heaven  that  my  brother  will  not  see  my  head 
upon  the  block  I — He  is  happy  1'* — In  another 
minute  the  Outlaw's  head  was  severed  from  its 
trunk  *  *  * 

«  »  ♦  •  « 


Alberto  had  ruptured  a  blood  vessel,  and  died 
without  a  struggle.  His  death  was  attributable 
chiefly  to  the  intense  anguish  of  his  mind  on 
his  brother's  account ;  but  perhaps  it  was  accele- 
rated by  the  extraordinary  exertions  he  had  made 
in  the  vain  hopes  of  either  effecting  his  escape,  or 
obtaining  his  pardon  ;  hopes  that,  in  the  ardour  of 
his  unbounded  affection,  he  could  not  bring  him- 
self to  renounce  until  the  last  moment.  It  was 
then,  from  fearing  he  should  arrive  too  late  to 
bid  his  brother    a   last   adieu,  that   in    the   wild 
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phrenzy  of  his  haste,  he  had  strained  every  nerve, 
which  circumstance  might  have  rendered  him 
the  more  liable  to  the  accident,  that  deprived  him 
so  suddenly  of  life.  Be  that  as  it  may,  Alberto's 
death  may  be  considered  as  a  blessing  to  one 
so  proud  and  sensitive  under  the  like  melancholy 
circumstances. 


V 
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CHAP.   L. 


I  RETIRE  TO  THE  CONVENT  OF  ST.  LORRNZA  TO 
JOIN  MY  FRIEND  LAURA — I  AM  ACCOMPy\NIED  BY 
ISABELLE. 


There  is  a  restlessness  in  grief  that  all  have 
felt  and  will  acknowledge.  Before  Isabelle  and 
myself  had  recovered  from  the  stunning  ef- 
fects, which  the  appalling  circumstances  were 
well  calculated  to  produce  on  our  minds,  we 
were  bent  on  joining  Laura,  humbly  hoping  that 
her  pious  example  might  afford  us  comfort,  and 
sooth  the  anguish  of  our  hearts. 

The  bell  for  vespers  had  just  ceased  to  chime 
as  we  entered  the  convent  of  St.  Lorenza,  the 
nuns  were  hurrying  to  the  chapel  which  was  mag- 
nificentlv  decorated  to  do   honor  to    the  fete  of 
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Laura,  who  had  been  raised  to  the  dignity  of 
Lady  Abbess  of  the  richest  convent  in  all  Italy, 
while  yet  in  the  very  bloom  of  youth  to  the  sur- 
prise of  many  of  the  nuns,  who  knew  not  the 
powerful  interest  she  commanded. 

The  Cardinal  Poco-puranti  did  just  what  he 
pleased  with  regard  to  regulating  the  religious 
institutions,  and  whether  it  had  pleased  him  to 
add  some  few  years  to  Laura's  age,  or  how  he 
had  accomplished  the  business,  puzzled  many  of 
the  Ecclesiastical  court. 

No  matter ;  there  she  was  in  her  chair  of  state, 
sitting  in  the  front  of  the  chapel,  surrounded  by 
her  nuns,  whose  soft  melodious  voices,  and  the 
echo  of  their  sweet  notes,  resounding  along  the 
lofty  aisles,  and  mixing  with  the  deep  tones  of  the 
monks,  caused  our  hearts  to  thrill  with  saddened 
but  touching  recollections. 

The  chorus  of  voices  ceased,  and  then  followed 

the    loud  peal  of  the  hoarse   toned  organ  ;    after 

which,  Laura  sang  the  first  verse  of  the  evening 

hymn,  without  accompaniment. 
Vol.111.  nx 
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When  she  arose  all  was  hushed,  not  a  breath 
disturbed  the  sweet  sounds  of  one  of  the  most 
expressive  voices  in  all  Italy.      Laura's  paleness 
vied  with  tint  of  purest  marble,  her  clear  blue 
eyes    were    raised    upwards,     and    though    her 
mouth    and    round  full    lips   possessed   a   cha- 
racter of  beauty,  somewhat  voluptuous,  yet  was 
that  expression  innocent,  though  glowing  with  the 
charm  of  woman's  characteristic  loveliness.     Her 
manners  were  meek  and  humble,  but  her  carriage 
was  commanding,   and  her   head   was  so  finely 
placed  on   her  shoulders  as  to  have  defied  the 
scrutiny  of  a  sculptor,  to  have  detected  thse  slight- 
est deviation  from  the  exact   line  of  perfection. 
Her  hands  were  longer  than  those  of  the  Venus  de 
Medicis  by  a  great  deal,  but  their  proportions  and 
their  delicacy  of  whiteness  could  not  be  suppassed. 
Her  hymn  of  thanksgiving  was  indeed   sooth- 
ing to    feelings  such    as    Isabelle's  and    mine, 
weighed  as  they  were  down  by  anguish  which 
had  nearly  destroyed  us.     Our  tears  fell  fast,  but 
not  in  bitterness  ;    our  hands  were  pressed  in  ten- 
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der  friendship,  and  hopes  of  a  purer  better  state 
of  being  stole  on  our  senses,  and  softened  the 
agony  of  our  grief.  Our  eyes  met,  and  we  felt 
the  true  comfort  of  religious  hope.  Together  we 
prayed  for  the  eternal  repose  of  the  two  beings  we 
had  so  dearly  loved,  and  by  the  time  the  vespers 
were  concluded,  we  were  so  far  recovered  as  to 
rejoice  in  the  tenderness  of  Laura's  reception. 

It  is  indeed  impossible  for  me  to  do  justice  to 
the  hospitality  and  benevolent  kindness,  we  re- 
ceived from  that  noble  hearted  lady,  who  bore 
with  us  and  our  sorrows  for  weeks,  and  listened 
to  the  story  of  our  wretchedness  again  and  again, 
with  the  patience  of  a  real  parent. 

If  my  grief  was  more  violent  than  Isabelle's, 
her's  was,  I  believe,  more  deep  and  concentrated. 
She  firmly  insisted  on  entering  her  noviciate  im- 
mediately, although  strongly  persuaded  by  Laura 
to  take  due  time  for  reflection. 

Whether  I  followed  her  example,  or  again 
entered  the  busy  world  matters  not  now.  At 
some  future  period  1  may  perhaps  mform  people 
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but  the  interest  of  this  book,  if  any,  has  been  ex- 
cited, is  concluded,  and  my  readers  may  pause 
here,  instead  of  turning  over  two  blank  leaves, 
in  search  only  of  the  few  explanatory  and 
final  remarks,  which  I  feel  it  incumbent  on  me  to 
make,  in  order  to  wind  up  this  history,  with  at 
least  a  faint  attempt  at  regularity. 

The  Cardinal  Poco-puranti,  although  a  cold 
man  was  deeply  shocked  at  the  sudden  death  of 
the  generous  and  noble  hearted  Count  Vivaldi 
Alberto,  In  proof  of  this,  he  never  rested  until 
he  had  obtained  the  recall  from  banishment  of  the 
Marquis  St  Betise. 

St.  Betise  blubbered  outright,  on  hearing  that 
his  kmd  friend  was  dead; — "mais  enfin,"  said 
the  little  man,  drying  his  eyes  with  his  laced 
cambric  handkerchief,  "  mon  fort  etant  pour  la 
trag^die,  je  me  permettrai  de  faire  un  opera  sur  le 

sujet  de  ce  cher   homme. Sa  Pristi!— Quel 

aimable  talent  il  avoit  pour  boire  du  vin ;  et  quel 

courage  pour  se  battre  en  duel ! et  puis  il  val- 

soit!! 'Ahl On  ne  valse  pas  comme  cela 
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eu  Italic  ; — mais  Mousi^^ur  son  frere  fut  Cossac, 
et  c'est  en  Kussie  que  Ton  valse  comme  il  faut — 

Ohl— le  cbarmant  et   clier   horame!! que  le 

bun  Dieu  ait  soin  de  son  ame,  et  le  pardonne  de 
m'avoir  grise,  comme  jamais  je  ne  fus  grise  de  ma 
vie."* 

La  Marquise  St.  Betise  had  forgotten  the  poor 
Prince  Orazio,  and  was  looking  quite  rayonnante. 
What  too  was  still  more  to  the  purpose,  she  was 
evidently  in  the  way  ail  noble  ladies  wish  to  be, 
who  love  their  lords. 

"  Savez  vous  comment  cela  est  arrive  ?"t  said 
the  Marquis  whispering  in  her  uncle  the  Cardi- 
nal's ear.     "  C'est  que  votre  chere  niece  a  consul- 


•  However  as  I  shine  in  tragedy,  I  will  take  this  dear  man  as  a 
subject  for  an  opera. — Zounds! — What  a  talent  be  had  for  drinking 

wiue,   and  what   courage  for  fighting   duels! and  then  how  he 

waltzed!! -Ah They  can't  waltz  like  that  in  Italy;  to  be  sore 

his  brother  was  a  Cossack,  and  it  is  in  Hu«>sia  thai  they  waltz  well — 
Oh  ! — the  charming  dear  man  I  ! — May  Heaven  have  mercy  on 
his  soul,  and  forgive  him  for  making  ate  more  drunk  than  ever  I  was 
in  ail  my  life. 

f  Do  you   know  how  that  has  happened  ? 
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t^e  ce  grand  beau  medecin  fran^ais,  le  Chevalier 
de  *  *  *.  Toutes  les  Parisiennes  sont  foUes  de 
lui,  et  avec  raison,  car,  il  est  habile'.! — Ah! — 
— et  puis  ma  chere  petite  Spouse  6toit  si  docile — 
elle  suivoit  toutes  ses  ordonnances.* 

"  Je  vous  en  fais  mes  complimens,"  said  the 
Cardinal  with  a  court-bred  bow  to  the  Marquis, 
while  he  threw  a  penetrating  glance  on  his  niece, 
who,  by  the  bye  had  entirely  left  off  blushing. 
Vive  les  Parisiens  pour  former  le  mende ! 

The  Duke  of  Almeida  was  so  deeply  affected 
by  the  death  of  the  only  human  being  he  had 
ever  sincerely  loved  in  his  life,  that  he  for  many 
months  buried  himself  at  his  country  house,  and 
cut  both    his  Monkey  and  his  dog  Presto. 

Eugenio,  and  his  mother,  the  Lady  Polignac, 
continued   to    reside    in    England,   where   their 


•  Why,  your  dear  niece  has  consulted  the  tall  handsome  French 
physician  the  Chevalier  de  »  ♦  *.  AH  the  Parisian  ladies  are 
in  love  with  him,  and  they  are  right,  for  he  is  so  clever!— Ah  !  Faith 
is  he  ! !  and  then  my  dear  wife  was  so  docile, — >lie  followed  all  his 
directions. 
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amiable  qualities  had  obtained  them  many  sin- 
cere friends. 

The  former  having  resolved  to  enter  into  a 
course  of  study  of  the  law,  in  order  to  make  it 
Uis  profession,  Lord  Clarionet  honored  him  with 
some  advice  on  the  subject 

"Law,  is  all  nonsense,"  said  his  Lordship,  very 
eloquently,  "  there  is  no  time  for  such  rodo- 
montade prosy  professions  in  these  days.  Law 
will  be  soon  out  altogether,  as  our  intellects 
inarch. — What  occasion  for  all  those  mummies  in 
wigs  stuck  up  in  a  row  ?  The  wisest  laws  were 
delivered  by  Sancho  Panza  off  hand,  and  as  for 
finding  out  a  thief,  you  have  only  to  give  the  sus- 
pected person  a  handful  of  raw  rice  lo  eat,  which 
he  will  not  be  able  to  masticate,  if  he  is  in  a 
fright,  as  all  guilty  men  are;  and  even  if  this  fail- 
ed, 1  know  of  fifty  ways  to  discover  guilt 

*<  Write  a  comedy,  Mr.  Eugenio,  if  you  want 
to  make  a  noise  in  the  world  without  losing  your 
beauty,  and  becoming  as  yellow  as  your  parch- 
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ments.  Remember  that  not  one  of  those  nnsty 
law  terms  will  ever  come  into  play  at  ALi.acks. 
It  is  very  fine  to  be  sure — certainly — if  tiiere  was 
but  time  for  it,  but  you  see  there  is  not  time,  and 
before  these  fellows  can  make  a  hit  at  the  bar, 
they  look  just  like  so  many  old  door  knockers, 
and  are  obliged  to  live  on  goats  milk,  and  batter 
puddings; — but  I  must  be  off,  I  wish  I  had  time 
to  remain  longer  with  you,— good  bye,  Mr.  Eu- 
genio,  we  have  all  had  our  manias — I  myself 
thought  of  the  bagpipes  once,  which  by  the  bye 
is  an  ancient  and  honorable  profession, — we  will 
let  Law  alone;— fare  thee  well." 

It  would  be  superfluous  and  unnecessary,  for 
me  to  dwell  on  the  grief  which  Eugenio  and  his 
parent  experienced  at  the  loss  of  their  dear  friend 
Ligonia  as  it  may  be  easily  magined,  and  it  was 
shared  by  the  Count  and  Countess  Drognichieff, 
who  were  equally  attached  to  his  memory— so 
were  the  poor  soldiers  whom  he  had  commanded 
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in  Russia.     Alas!  they  had  but  too  much  reason 
to  mourn  the  death  of  their  benefactor. 

The  merry  Curate  was  still  the  beau  of  the 
village,  but  old  Madame  le  Doux  had  been  sud- 
denly attacked  with  a  real  religious  fever,  after  a 
touch  of  the  palsy,  and  had  retired  to  a  convent, 
there  to  tell  her  beads. 

Madame  Lambert,  now  that  Alberto  was  dead 
fell  in  love  with  her  illustrious  neighbour,  the 
Duke  of  Almeida,  who,  faute  de  mieux,  in  the 
absence  of  his  monkey,  occasionally  bestowed  his 
society  on  her. 

Father  Pietro  pottered  as  usual  about  the  au- 
gust person  of  his  Eminence  Poco-puranti,  which 
said  person  was  waxing  "  una  poco,"  too  fat  for 
beauty. 

Alas!  the  great  Cardinal  was  dwindling  slowly, 
but  surely  into  a  t wattle.  *' Men  must  die,"  'lis 
a  way  they  have;— and  worms  will  eat  them,  'tis 
the  march  of  insects. 

Fanchette  was  still  in  the  service   of  the   Lady 

St.  Betise. 

Vol.  III.  o  o 
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Agnes  thrived  at  Dieppe. 

The  Count  Roderigo  was  announced  in  all  the 
fashionable  journals  as  being  about  to  lead  to 
the  altar  the  gay  Countess  Diablo !  !  ! 

Mieux  tard  que  jamais. 

HONI    SOIT    QUI   MAL  Y  PENSE. 


END. 


R.  Greeihaw,  Printer,  39,   Cbicliester  Flace. 


